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JUDI  BENCO 


ABC's  OF  IMAGINATION 

Always  through  her  opium  nostalgia 

she  was  mesmerized  by  the  perfection  of  the 
Grecian  hibiscus 
resplendant  in  its  undulating  perfection, 
she  felt  sated 

with  its  enchanting  kismet; 
to  become  diminutive  beneath  its  own  bogadacious  captivity, 

Tho'  frugal  as  the  newborn  yearling, 
it 3  valor  loquatious 

in  its  own  whimisical  triumph; 
only  as  the  xylograph 
leaving  jocular  prints 
in  the  living,  quagmire 

"to  become  again. 

zero. 


JANICE  LeFEVERS 

FANTASY  LAHD 

I  married  Burt  Reynolds  last  week; 

Had  the  biggest   church  wedding  you'll  ever  see. 

My  husband  was  there,  Dinah  Shore  too. 

Heavy,    don't  you  agree? 

But  nobody  noticed  that  the   situation  was  absurd, 

as  wishes  of  happiness  were  all  I  heard. 

Two  days  ago  I  wrote  a  book, 

the  best   there's  ever  been. 

It's  going  to  be  published  soon; 

h  Pulitizer  Prize  it'll  win. 

Today  someone   called  me  to  see 

if  I  would  model  my  bikini 

in  a  fashion  show. 

I  told  them  I'd  let  them  know 

after  my  TV  show, 

which  is  a  hit, 

received  an  Emmy. 

JUDY  BELFISLD 

JACK  OF  HEARTS 

Jack  of  Hearts 

slipped  from  the  deck, 
floated  through  my  legs, 
and  landed 
face  up  on  the  floor. 

He  stared  at  me 

ard  I  stared  back. 

"Wipe  that   smile 
from  your  lips," 
I  told  him. 

It  wasn't   funny — 
I  didn't  want 
the  light -haired  knave 
to  leer  at  me  that  way. 

I  wanted  Jack  of  Clubs. 


HOLLY  TREVISAN 

THE  BARTENDER 

"Used  to  be  you  could  go  into  a  bar  in  Mew  York  -  anywhere  in  New  York, 
and  most  guys  would  order  a  beer.     I  mean,    a  few  peanuts,  watch  the  ball 
game  on  the  tube  up  there,  ya  know,   enjoy  yourself.     Sometimes,   depending 
on  the  mood  or  the  occasion,   he  might   order  a  scotch  on  the  rocks,   an 
extra  dry  martini  with  a  twist,   or  even  a  Seven  and  Seven.     You  know, 
strong  stuff  for  real  drinking.     Now  these  big  guys  come  in  and   order  - 

white  wine.     And  the  way  they  order not   'Hey!     Gimme  a  white  wine, 

Charlie  -  straight  up  hold  the  ice,'     The  old  pound-your-fist-on-the-bar 
routine.     Nooooo.     Now  it's    'White  Wine,   please.'      Real  quiet  like.     It's 
enough  to  make  you  sick!     And  it's  not  just  fags,   either.     I  mean  real 
big  guys  -  ones  that  work  construction,   like  Michigan  football,   and 
read  Hustler  1     Those  are  the  guys.     White  wine.. . .disgusting. " 


BEAUTY  OPERATOR' 

"'I  came  to  the  big  city  to  get  rich.     I  admit  it.     I  mean,  what's  in  a 
small  town  like  Secaucus.     Nothing.     No  opportunity  for  advancement  or 
anything.     I'm  young,   not  bad  looking  and  I'm  trained  in  a  trade.     So  I 
figured  maybe  Vidal  Sassoon  Salons  might  need  me.     That  was  my  goal, 
anyway.     I  had  some  money  saved  up  from  working  supers  and  after  school  - 
enough  to  get  me  to  the  city  and  rent  a  place.     Who  was  I  kidding!     Do 
you  know  how  much  a  one  room  walk-up  is?     No  kitchen?     Bath  down  the 
hall?     Resident  winos  and  live-in  cockroaches?     Every  cent  I  had,     Well, 
I  figured  once  New  York  got   a  chance  to, check  out  my  work  (I  specialize 
in  disco  hair  styling.     I  even  use  irridescent  glitter  -  have  my  own 
personal  stock   )  that  there  would  be  no  problem.     A  few  month's  work 
and  I'd  be  golden.     I  could  even  move  up  town,     fell,  would  you  believe 
I  would  have  starved  if  it  weren't  for  Tony?     He  lives  upstairs  and  I 
fixed  his  hair  a  few  times  so  he  offered  me  a  sandwich  now  and  then. 
Nice  guy,  but  kind  of  a  fruit.     Anyway,   I  kept  looking  in  the  paper,  but 
nothing.     Then  one  day  Tony  came  down  and  asked  me   if  I'd  seen  the 
paper.     I  said  no  because  I'd  just  come  in  from  pounding  the  pavement. 
Well,  he  said  there  was  something  in  the  paper  that  he  thought   I  could 
handle  and  should  check  it  out.     So  I  asked  him  what  it  was,  and  he  said 
the  money  was  really  good.     And  I  said  fine,  what  was  the  job,  and  he 
said  Mortician's  Beautician,     I  said    'you're  kidding.'     He  said,    'look  at 
it  tnis  way,   your  customers  won't  talk  back.'      I  didn't  think  that  was  as 
funny  as  he  did.     Anyway,   I  was  desperate.     I  went  for  an  interview. 
The  place  really  wasn't  too  bad.     It  wasn't  exactly  cheerful,   but  then 
again,    it  didn't  have  those  horrible  burgundy  velvet  draperies  with  gold 
tassled  tie  backs,    either.     The  mortician  was  young,    friendly,   and  the 
money  was  definitely  worth  it.     I  took  the  job.     Now  I'm  sort  of  a 
celebrity  back  home.     I  made  it  good  in  the   big  city.     I  have  a   decent 
apartment,    (I  bought   some  Raid  and  it  works  wonders)     I  shop  at  Macy's 
once  in  a  while,   and  I  even  jog  in  Central  park  when  it's  daylight   saving 
time.     But  the  best  thing  is,   the  work  is  steady.     My  customers  never 
cancel.     I'm  even  so  busy  that  there  are  days  when  I  have  to  shelf 
someone. (that 's  mortuary  slang  for  putting  someone  on  hold)     No  regrets, 
none.     I  just   wish  I  knew  someone  who  could  use  a  case  and  a  half  of 
disco  glitter." 
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PIT  HOLDER 

THE  EOMIYAT  REVISITED 

I  hold  my  empty  glass  up  high 
to  catch  the  sunlight  passing  by. 
The  stain  of  wine  inside  the  cup 
reflects  the  hue  of  me  and  you. 
And  on  the  other  edge  I  see 
a  scene  in  red  transparency. 
Illusions  of  a  rose-filled  bower 
where  we  might  go,   if  we  but  dare. 
Cornel 

Are  you  afraid?     I'll  lead  the  way. 
Here,   give  a  hand  as  I  step  through. 

Gome  see  the  garden,   growing  wild 
where  birds  dressed         in  plumage  bright 
trill  melodies  of  joyful  flight. 
They  have  but  one  sweet  song  to  sing, 
one  chance  to  fly  into  the  sun, 
before  their  time  on  earth  is  done. 
Love,  you  and  I,    like  birds  that  fly, 
were  born  to  love,   to  drink,   to  die. 
Gomel      Step  through,   please. 

I  call  your  name  as  I  go  on 
to  gather  lilacs  in  their  prime. 
Taoy  sing  to  me  of  lifefs  short  time, 
remind  me  that  we  bloom  but  once, 
■  and  then,   like  flowers,   fade  and  die. 

Come  I     Join  me  In  this  garden  bright, 
before  we  fall  into  the  night. 

I  wait   for  you  in  shady  glen, 

enveloped  by  the  soothing  shade 

of  green  leaved  trees,   the  gentle  breeze. 

Come.     Smell  the  sweet  and  heady  scent 

of  juniper,   of  vines  so  full. 

The   fruits  of  warmth,   of  life,   are  here 

Gomel     Step  on  through  that  blood-red  door 

and  join  me  on  my  bed  of  moss. 

The  earth  is  soft  and  cool.     Here,   rest  your  head. 

Come  lie  with  me  beneath  the  tree 

and  drink  a  toast  to  me  and  thee. 

Let  us  enjoy  our  fruitful  hour, 

our  loaf  of  bread,   our  jug  of  wine. 

Then,    sated  by  the  joy  of  life, 

turn  slowly  towards  the  rose-stained  door 

where  we  might,   if  we  cheose,   return 

to  that  unhappy  world  out  there. 

Love  "■  Turn  back  your  glance  I 

Let  us  enjoy  this  purloined  hour 

while  we,   but  mortal,  have  the  chance, 

that  when  our  time  too  soon  is  done, 

and  we  are  ended,   one  by  one, 

we  may  surrender,  hearts  content, 

our  cup  gone  dry,   our  passions  spent. 
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JUDY  3ELFIELD 


INAMORATO  DavTNCI 

This  artist  is  different! 
Oh,   he  lives  in  a  garret 
and  starves  all  right   — 
just  like  all  the  rest. 
But  he's  not  the  same. 
He  paints  an  uncommon  canvas: 
lines  that  are  Reubens-round, 
shadows  Rembrandt -deep, 
colors  Gauguin  bright. 
His  textures  are  impressionist, 
proportions  Greek-classic  — 

three  to  five  - 
and  rhythmns  that  bounce 

from  corner  to  corner, 
not  unlike  Monet* s. 
Pin  him  down 
if  you  can  — 
put  a  label  on  his  style, 
Try  to  hoard  his  treasures; 
buy  them  up 

with  nickels  and  dimes 
or  catch  what  he  throws  away. 
You  can  touch  his  creations 
but  his  essence  eludes. 


I  PUT  MY  SOUL  ON  THE  CANV*S-- 

I  put  my  soul  on  the  canvas  — 
It   flowed 

through  my  fingers 

so  easily, 

as  though  waiting 

to  spray  out 

like  blood 

from  a  punctured  artery  — 
And  I  hid  it 

among  the  pigments 

and  dared  you  to  find  it. 
You  said  you  liked  the  painting  «— 

admired  its  form, 

its  colors  — 

and  you  praised  my  skill. 
But  did  you- see  ~ 

the  naked  spirit 

that  clothed  itself 
in  brush  strokes? 
Did  ycu  see  past 

the  tints  and  tones  — 
to  me?         ■ i 


JANICE  LeFEVERS 
FACADE 


The  way  you  look  at  me; 

disgust  in  your  eyes. 

The  way  you  touch  me; 

lust  in  thin  guise. 

The  way  you  care  for  me, 

the  "burden7'  I've  become. 

The  way  you  treasure  me, 

cradling  a  gun. 

And  oh,   ho?j  you  put  me  up 

on  a  pedestal, 

giving  you 

a  better  view 

to  ridicule. 

All  I  ask  is  your  presence. 

Keep  yourself  near  to  me,    dear. 

For  what  would  I  be  without  you, 

My  inspiration  for  despair 

and  fear. 


MICHAEL  VOLLMER 

YOUR  HELLO  SMILE 

Thinking  of  your  hello  smile  and 
trying  to  capture  your  love  and 
find  out  where  to  file  it 
where   it  won't  get  lost. 
But  when  I  reach  for  it 
the    shine  dulls  too  quick, 
shading  gray  growing  darker 
until  the  turned  down  comers 
of  your  mouth  intercept 
my  light speed  fantasies. 


NELSON  RODRIGUEZ 
MODEL  WANTED 


Illusion  artist,   paint  me  a  lie.      So  talented  you  are,   such 
rainbowed  lies.      Illusion  artist,   your  brush  strokes  do  so 
elegantly  detain  your  web-spun  traps  of  spider-like  thought, 
which  pungently  lure  with  the  smell  of  wet  paint  the  desolate 
creatures  who  hunger  for  illusions  as  splendid  as  thine. 


JANICE  LeEEVERS      POETIC  BIRDS 

The  colorful  peacock 

pranced  as  she   sang 

a  magnificent  song  of  her  beauty. 

The  proud  pigeon 

rang  out  with  satisfying  notes 

describing  his   "hearth  and  home." 

The  wise  old  owl 

hooted  away,   telling  tales, 

enlightening  everyone   around  him. 

The  naked  blue- jay 

salaciously  unfolded  in  a  teasing  tone 

the   sensual  pleasures. 

v/hat   about  that  ordinary  wren  over  there, 

reciting  a  dull   rhyme  or  two 

that   reminds  us  of  the 

dreary  times   in  our  lives  — 

Do  we  need  his  song? 

1LARY  TIARTIW       GLORY  ROJL 

I'd  like  to    'try  for  the  brass  ring," 

but  in  my  trek  through  days  of  dry  and  dusty  duty 
I  find  no  magic  elixir  vending  machines 
to  imbue  me  with  courage 

and  replace  my  "what-will-the-neighbors-think'' 
with  devil-may-care. 

I'd  like  to  ;'strike  while  the  iron  is  hot?' 
but  I  stand  and  ponder 

the  good's  and  bad's 

the  if's  and  but's 

the  right '  s  and  wrong '  s 
till  I'm  left  vtfith  lukewarm  metal 
and  a  sense  of  regret. 

I'd  love  to  ''grab  the  gusto" 
but  I'm  too  busy  hanging  on 
to  the   aluminum- sided  dream 
and  two  cars  in  the  drive 
and  what   if  I  reach- out   and   fail? 
Will  I  be  applauded  for  trying 
or  laughed  at  for  failing? 

I'd  like  to  answer  "opportunity's  knock" 
but  I'm  afraid  it's  catastrophe  calling 
cleverly  disguised  to  mislead  me,   and  besides, 
I'm  very  cautious  about  opening  doors 
to  strangers. 

I've  heard  that   "life  is  a  banquet" 
and  here   I  am 

on  a  self-imposed  nine-hundred  calorie  a  day  diet, 
I  watch  with  awe  while  others 
savor  forbidden  fruit. 

I  want  to  travel  the   "glory  road" 
but  the  path  looks  long  and  hard 
and  so  many  people  depend  on  me 
and  I'm  tired 
and  what  if  I  were  sorry  afterward. 

I  want  to  —  but  I'm  afraid. 
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MARY  MRTIH 

m   PRISONERS 

Vibrant  roses  tangling  in  joy  against  the  old  stone  wall 
People  talking,  laughing,  hurrying 

to  a  thousand  happy  and  sad  places. 
Towering  crane,  lifting  tons  of  silver  ringing  steel 

to  the  clouds. 
Horns  honking,  children  shouting. 

Moss  growing  peacefully,  quietly  in  dark,  green  woods. 
Moths  fluttering  in  and  out  of  sun  and  shade. 
Scent  of  oil  and  smoke  and  lilacs. 
Snared  by  my  pen,  they  are  my  prisoners  forever. 

JUDY  BELFIELD 

COULD  I  POSSESS 

Could  I  possess 

the  mind  and  soul 
of  that  elusive  breath 
which  warms  my  neck 
and  flutters  'round  my  hair? 
It  whispers  promise 
as  it  passes 
and  then 
dissolves  — 

yet  lingers, 
I  hold  out  my  hands 
to  catch  it 

and  it's  gone  — 

as  though  it  was  never  there. 

NELSON  RODRIGUEZ 

SPRMG      ■ 

Sudden  cumulative  cloud  eclipse. 
Energy  light  branch  flash  brilliance. 
Roar  rumble  aftermath  quake  tone. 
Diagonal  wind-lashed  blur  leak  descent. 
Beings  scatter  fright  umbrella  pattern. 
Tires  whish  wet  splash  window-wiper  motion. 

Prismatic  alto-cirro-stratus  solar  opening. 
Sailboat  gutter  deposit  stream  playdance  children. 
Worm  dreg  splatter  sidewalk  dense  nose  affect  puddle. 
Dry  fallen  mudleaf  footprint  fossil  crack. 
Flower  embryo  pod  hatch  cycle  beckons  love. 

MARY  MARTIN 

LILAC  BUSH 

Fragile  buds  peeking  warily  from  grey-black  branches, 
Not  quite  ready  to  offer  your  dazzling  fragrance  to  my  demesne. 
Shyly  sipping  glorious,  golden  sunlight. 
Waving  softly  to  me  in  misty  silver  rain. 
■  OhI  Hot;  I  long  to  see  your  scented  faces — 
Mauve  motes  of  pure  God-sent  delight  I 
It's  been  a  long,  long  time  my  sweet,  sweet  friends, 
Since  you  and  I  have  breathed  a  summer's  night. 
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MICH«EL  VOLLMER 


JANICE  LeEEVERS 


I  SEE  YOUR  EYES 

I  see  your  eyes  in  the 

distant  city  lights 

just  before  dawn. 

The  melody  of  your  words 

flow  to  me  in  the  river 

that  splits  the  city  of  my  heart. 

Your  midnight  movements  cut 

deep  passages  through  the 

machined  image  storms. 

Sometimes  falling  behind  the  current 
of  your  quick  paced  dreams, 
then  catching  up  and  exceed 
with  fire  dances  of  my  own. 
We  are  together  one,.. two... 
several  and  none. 


SHOCK  TREATMENT 

I  remember 
wild  thoughts, 
frenzied  days, 
sorting  the  ways 
men  rationalize. 
I  remember 
smoky  haze, 
bitter  leather  bit, 
ice  cold  clamps, 
the  epileptic  fit. 
Sorting  the  ways 
men  rationalize, 
murderous  logic 
reigns. 


JEAKETTE  HOFFMAN" 


TO  HAVE  AND  TO  HOLD 


The  woman  carefully  straightened  the  voluminous  skirts  of  her  gown.   She 
quickly  arranged  her  dark  hair  into  a  shining  cap  only  to  conceal  it  beneath 
a  flowing  headpiece. 

A  short  knock  on  the  wooden  door  echoed  through  the  room.  Muttering  an 
incoherent  prayer  the  woman  threw  the  door  open  and  was  escorted  down  the 
hall. 

At  the  Cathedral's  doorway  she  drew  a  quick  but  faintly  audible  breath. 
Pausing  for  a  moment  as  if  facing  her  last  chance  of  escape  from  a  doom  that 
was  a  certainty  in  her  future. 

The  attendant  disappeared  and  the  woman  was  left  alone  to  journey  up  the 
aisle.  The  endless  sea  of  faces  blurred  before  her  vision,  but  her  tread 
remained  steady  as  the  woman  fixed  her  eyes  on  the  lone  man  waiting  by  the 
altar. 

TVhen  she "reached  the  altar  the  woman  arranged  her  gown  around  her  as  she 
knelt.  Almost  unconsciously  she  went  through  the  ceremony,  acknowledging 
only  the  man's  presence.  The  rites  were  performed,  and  once  again  she  stood, 
the  gown  and  headpiece  as  one  in  their  simple  lines. 

A   hush  fell  over  the  already  silent  congregation  as  the  man  approached 
the  woman.  One  last  prayer  was  spoken,  and  the  sacred  rosary  was  placed  in 
the  woman's  white  hands.  She  grasped  it  tightly.  It  held  special 
significance  for  her.  For  the  rest  of  her  life,  the  rosary  would  be  her 
constant  companion;  to  have  and  to  hold. 


HOLLY  TREYISAN 
CRADLE  CRIES 

Charactors:  Linda  Curtis,  wife  and  mother 
Ben  Curtis,  husband  and  father 
Dr.  Neumann,  emergency  room  physician 

Nurse 

Scene:  Approximately  mid-day  in  the  emergency  room  of  St.  Regis  Hospital. 
The  \7aiting  room  is  on  left  of  stage,  a  nurse's  station  (L  shaped) 
is  on  right  of  stage,  swinging  double  doors  at  back  center  stage 
lead  to  examining  rooms.  The  waiting  room  has  several  semi- 
comfortable  chairs,  one  couch  with  a  coffee  table  in  front  of  it. 

Linda  Curtis  is  seen  in  front  of  nurse's  station,  nurse  in  back  of 
station.  Linda  is  dressed  very  casually  but  fashionably,  with  coat 
still  on,  but  unbuttoned.  Her  hair  is  barely  combed. 
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CRADLE  CRIES,  eon't. 


Nurse . 
Linda. 
Kurse. 
Linda . 
Nurse. 
Linda. 
Nurse . 
Linda. 
Nurse. 
Linda. 

Nurse . 

Linda. 

Nurse. 

Linda. 
Nurse. 

Linda. 
Nurse . 


Linda. 


Ben. 
Linda . 

Ben. 
Linda. 

Ben. 

Nurse . 
Ben. 

Linda. 


Ben. 
Linda. 

Ben. 

Linda. 

Ben. 


Linda. 
Ben. 


Linda. 

Ben. 

Linda. 

Ben. 


(very  businesslike )  Name? 

(distraught )  What? 

Patient's  name  -  what  is  the  patient* s  name? 

Oh,  uh  -  Laura,  Laura  Curtis. 

Age? 

Two.     Almost  two  and  a  half.     She  will  be  -  in  May. 

Reason  for  treatment? 

She,  uh,   fell  down  the  stairs  -  at  home.     She  wouldn't  stop  crying.. 

Any  visible  injuries  that  you  yourself  could  determine? 

I  don't  know.     Oh,  Godl     I  don't  know.     Where  did  they  take  her, 

where  is  she?     I  should  be  with  her. 

She's  in  examicg  room  A,  Mrs.  Curtis.     The  doctor  is  with  her  now. 

Insurance? 

Yes,  with  my  husband's  company. 

(getting  annoyed)     Do  you  have  a  card,  Mrs.  Curtis?     Something  with 

a  number  on  it? 

Yes,   somewhere  in  my  wallet,      (pause  while  she  looks.)     Here  it  is, 

here  is  the  card.     God,  I  should  call  my  husband  -  He  should  be  here. 

(Glances  at  card)     I'll  have  him  called  immediately  -  he'll  be  here 

in  no  time,  Mrs.  Curtis.     His  office  isn't   far. 

Thank  you.     Oh I   should  be  with  her,   she's  so  little,    she'll  be 

frightened.     My  baby,  my  baby. 

Mrs.  Curtis,  why  don't  you  wait  over  here  in  the  waiting  room. 

(Walks  around  to  front  of  desk  and  escorts  Linda  to  couch  of  waiting 

room)    Your  husband  will  be  here  soon,  the  doctor  will  have  some 

news  for  you.     You  just  sit  here  and  rest.     Can  I  get  you  a  cup  of 

coffee? 

Coffee?     Yesi     Yes',     coffee  -  black (She  lights  up  a  cigarette, 

is  visibly  shaken.     Can't  sit  still,   she  is  up  and  down,  pacing  the 

floor,  then  back  sitting  on  the  couch.     Nurse  comes  back  with  cup  of 

coffee,  then  exits.     Door  slams  off  left  stage,  husband  enters 

quickly  from  left  stage.     Laura  jumps  up,   clutching  coat  closed,   and 

they  face  each  other  at  a  distance.     He  is  dressed  in  a  three-piece 

suit,  London  Fog  trench  coat. 

■/"There  is  she,   Linda?     -There's  Laura?    './hat  happened? 

(frightened)     She  fell,  Ben  -  down  the  stairs.     She's  in  with  the 

doctor. 

How?     How  did  she  fall?     ''That  did  she  hurt,  her  head,   leg,  what? 

(Starting  to  cry)     I  don't  know.     She  wouldn't  stop  crying.     Ben, 

I  don't  know  what  is  hurt. 

(Goes  past  Linda  to  nurse's  station)    Nurse,   I'm  Mr.  Curtis  -  my 

daughter,   Laura,   can  you  tell  me  anything? 

I'll  have  the  doctor  talk  to  you  the  minute  he's  finished  examining 

her,  Mr.   Curtis.     Please,   have  a  seat.     It  shouldn't  be  too  long. 

(Goes  back  to  waiting  room.     Paces  awhile,  while  Linda  is  quietly 

crying.     Sits  down  on  chair,   away  from  Linda. )     Stop  your  crying 

and  tell  me  what  happened.     Linda:     WHAT  IiAPPENED? 

Jell,   this  morning,   after  breakfast,   she  was  playing  in  her  room, 

you  know,   like  she  does,   with  dolls  and  things.     I  was  busy....... 

then  I  heard  her  fall  and  I  went  to  see  what  had  happened... 
Then  you  didn' t  actually  see  her  fall? 

No.     I  didn't  actually  see  her  fall.     I  was  busy.     I  heard  her. 
(crying)     she  wouldn't  stop  cryirg.... 

'That  time  did  this  happen? 

I  guess  around  10:30... 

And  you  brought  her  right  here?     (Linda  is  crying  more  and  more.) 

Where  were  you,   in  the  kitchen,   living  room,  where?     (Yelling) 

WHERE? 

Stop  yelling  at  me I     I  don't  remember. 

They  didn't  call  me  until  11:50,  Linda.     It   only  takes  ten  minutes 

from  our  house  to  the  hospital.     What  took  you  so  long  to  get  her 

here? 

(pause)     Well,   I  had  to  get  dressed. 

At  10:50,   you-weren't-dressed? 

(yelling)     HO!     NO!     I  wasn't   dressed.     Neither  was  Laura.     I  had  to 

get  us  both  dressed. 

(Up  from  his  chair  now,  pacing  and  pointing  at  Linda)     I  don't 

believe  this.     You  have  nothing  to  do  all  day  except  take  care  of 

the  house  and  Laura.     And  you  can't  even  get  dressed  before  lunch  - 

Christ  Almighty....  -8-  con't. 


CRADLE  CRIES,    con't. 


Doctor  Neumann  enters  from  double  doors. 

Doctor.  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Curtis?     I'm  Dr.  Neumann.      (Shakes  hands  with  Ben. 
Linda  holds  back) 

Ben.         Sow  is  she,  Doctor?     ;/ill  she  be  all  right? 

Doctor.  Please,   lets  sit  down  over  here,     (points  to  couch  and  two  separate 

chairs.     Linda  sits  on  couch,  Ben  on  a  chair.)     Hell,   she's  sustained 
a  rather  serious  head  injury.     She  also  is  running  a  very  high 
temperature  and  seems  to  have  an  abcessed  ear.     She's  in  and  out 
of  consciousness  at  the  moment.     We're  going  to  have  to  keep  a 
very  close  eye  on  her  -  very  close. 

Be1'-.         Then  you  can't  really  tell  us  if  she  is  going  to  be  all. right... 

Doctor.  Ho,    I'm  afraid  we  just  have  to  watch  and  wait. 

Iinda.     Oh,  ray  God... 

Doctor.     Mrs.  Curtis,   I  know  this  is  difficult,   but  I'm  going  to  have  to 

ask  you  ■some  questions..  .Can  you  give  me  the  description  of  Laura's 
fall?    Did  she  land  on  her  head? 

Linda.     She... fell  -  down  the  stairs.     She  fell... She  wouldn't  stop  crying. 

She  landed  on  the  back  of  her  head 

Ben  picks  his  head  up  from  his  hands  where  he  was  resting,  and  looks 
at  Linda  in  surprise. ) 

Doctor.  At  about  what  time  did  this  happen,  Mrs.  Curtis? 

Linda.     (Speaking  more  towards  the  coffee  table  than  anyone.     She  speaks  in 
a  monotone  most  of  the  time,  or  in  a  dream-like  state.     Gets  worse 
as  time  goes  on.)     Time?     I  don't  know  -  probably  about  10:00. 

Ben.         You  told  me  10:30! 

Linda.     \7ell,  I  think  around  10  or  10:30  -  I  don't  exactly  remember,      (comes 
back  to  reality)     Oh,  my  baby!     She  wouldn't  stop  crying! 

Doctor.  Mrs.   Curtis.     The  report  indicates  you  live  on  Boutin  drive.     That 

isn't  very  far  from  here  -  what  was  the  delay  in  bringing  Laura  here? 

Linda.     I  thought  she'd  be  Civ,  you  know?     I  didn't  want  to  bother  anyone  if 
it  was  just  a  bad  bump.     I  mean  kids  are  always  getting  bumped  on  the 
head....    - 

Doctor.  But  then  you  decided  it  wasn't   just  a  bump? 

Linda;     Yes.      (Looking  at  Ben  and  shrinking) 

Doctor.     So,   after  you  determined  that,  you  brought  her  right  here? 

Linda.     Yes.     She  will  be  all  right,  won't  she?     I  mean  she'll  get  better? 

Doctor.  We're  doing  all  we  can.     Let  me  check  and  be   sure  she's  on  her  way 

up  to  ICU.     I'll  be  back  and  let  you  know  where  we  stand.     (He  exits 
through  double  doors.  ) 

Ben.         (Keeps  looking  at  Linda  as  she  gets  up  from  couch  and  walks  back  and 
forth,  chain-smoking. )     Linda.     Hone  of  this  makes  sense!     Our 
daughter  is  up  in  ICU  with  an  abcessed  ear  and  a  very  bad  head 
injury  and  you  thought  it  was   ''just  a  bump?"     Linda,  were  you 
watching  her?     What  were  you  doing  when  she  fell?     '/here  were  you? 
There? 

Linda,      (angry)    Yes!     Yes!!!     I  was  there.     Where  the  hell  else  would  I  be, 
out  with  the  rest  of  the  world?     Among  the  living?     I  was  there  - 
in  that  God  forsaken  house  in  the  "country"  with  nothing  to  do  but 
clean  it.     '.There  there's  nothing  to  do  except  my  few  little  hobbies 
that  add  up  to  zero,   and  change  diapers  and  cook  a  half-assed 
dinner  for  someone  who  hardly  ever  comes  home  -  Yes!     I  was  there  - 
cleaning,   changing  diapers  between  failures  at  toilet  training. 
I  was  there,  being  wife,  maid,   cook  and  MOMMY!     MOMMY!     MGBffiGTJ 

Ben.         (slaps  Linda  across  the  face)     Shut  up! 

Linda,     (angry  -  menacing)     OH,   that's  just  super  -  just  like  my  father  - 
a  slap  in  the  face  keeps   'em  in  line.     Go  ahead,   do  it  again. 
Slap  me.     At  least  it's  some  kind  of  attention. 

Ben.  (grabs  her  by  the  shoulders)     ilow'd  she  fall,   Linda? 

Linda,     (talking  to  the   ceiling,   table,   anything  but  her  husband)     She 

wouldn't  stop  crying,   she  wouldn't  stop  crying  "Mommy."     She  felt 
.    hot,    so  I  gave  her  aspirins,  all  ground  up  in  applesauce  and  still 
she  cried  -  all  morning.      (Looking  him  in  the  eyes)     Do  you  know 
what  it's  like  to  listen  to  that,   all  morning  for  six  hours?     NO' 
Because  you're  never  there.     You're  out  in  the  "jungle"  making  a 
living.     For  what?     Not   for  me.     Not   for  Laura.     Even  on  weekends  you 
work.     We  never  see  you!     But  we  sure  do  have  the  fancy  house  to 

con't. 
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CRADLE  CRIES,    con't. 


Ben. 
Linda. 


Ben, 
Linda. 


Doctor. 

Ben. 

Doctor. 


Ben. 
Doctor, 

Ben. 


Ben. 

Linda . 

Ben. 

Linda. 


Ben. 


Linda. 


prove  your  success  -  and  the  country  club  membership  -  for  you  to 
play  golf  and  tennis     with  your  "clients."     So  you  don't  get  to 
hear  the  crying.     Well,   I  do  -  because  I  gave  up  my  career. 
Remember?     I  used  to  have  a  brain,  a  mind,     I  used  to  be  able  to 
think  and  do  it  five  days  a  week  out  in  the  "jungle"  and  bring  home 
money,  too.     Almost  as  much  as  you.     But  not  now.     Now  I  listen  to 
the  crying. 

If  she  was  sick,  Linda,  with  a  fever,   why  didn't  you  call  the  doctor? 
Because  I  thought  with  a  little  aspirin  she'd  be  OK  -  besides  the 
doctor  costs  so  damn  much  and  most  of  the  time  it's  nothing  but  the 
flu.    (going  off  in  a  trance-like  state  again)     I  just  wanted  her  to 
stop  crying.     I  wanted  her  to  go  to  sleep,    so  I  gave  her  two  more 
aspirins.     But  I  couldn't  concentrate  and  I  wanted  to  just  lie  down 
and  take  a  nap,  but  the  crying  and  whining  all  the  time  -  Mommy, 

Mommy 

How  did  she  fall,  Linda? 

(very  distraught )    IT  -  WAS  -  AN  -  ACCIDENT!     She  was  hanging  on  to 
me  and  pulling  my  life  out  of  me  and  I  couldn't  stand  it  being  so 
lonely  and  scared  of  everything,   and  sad  all  the  time,  and  hearing 
Mommy  and  no  other  voices  and  I  yanked  my  robe  away  from  her  at  the 
top  of  the  stairs  and  -  she  -  stumbled  -  backwards. ..Oh,   God,  my 
baby!     I  didn't  mean  to  do  it,  I  didn't  mean  it,  I  want  to  die,   let 

me  die,   don't  let  her  die,   Oh,  Mommy,   crying (She  settles  on 

the  couch,  hugging  herself,   rocking  back  and  forth.     She  then  draws 

her  legs  up  into  the  fetal  position  with  her  back  to  her  husband 

and  the  audience,  mumbling  and  crying. ) 

(Ben  has  slowly  backed  away  during  Linda's  last  speech.     As  she 

settles  into  the  couch  he  backs  off  to  the  other  side  of  the  room, 

sits  in  a  chair  and  just  stares  at  Linda,   leans  forward,   with  head 

in  hands,  rubs  eyes,   stares  at  floor.     Linda  has  quieted  down.) 

(enters  through  double  doors)     Mr.  Curtis.... 

Doctor,  how  is  she? 

Stable,  but  not  out  of  the  woods.     I  think  you  and  I  should. . .talk. 

(Doctor  glances  at  wife)     There  are  surae.. .discrepancies  that   need 

to  be  clarified. . .such  as  the  nature  of  this  injury,   and others 

that  have  shown  up  on  exrays.     Plus  the  time  lapse  between  the 
accident  and  her  being  admitted.     I  would  like  you,   your  wife,   and 
also  the  staff  social  worker  to  be  present,   if  that  is  all  right 
with  you.     We  have  to  make  an  accurate  report. 

(Ben  and  the  Doctor  stare  at  each  other.     There  is  a  lengthy  pause, 
(sighs)     Right.     I  understand. 

How  about  my  office  in  half  an  hour?     Third  floor.     Left  at  the 
elevator. 
Yuh.     Fine 

(Doctor  exits  through  double  doors.     Ben  looks  after  him  with  hands 
in  his  pockets.     Now  Linda  has  come  to  sitting  position  on  couch  but 
appears  to  be  out  of  touch  with  reality.     Ben  turns  towards  her. 
His  attitude  is  cold,  repulsed. 

Linda.     Let's  go.     We  have  to  go  to  Dr.  Neumann's  office  and  make 
out  a  report. 

She  made  me  so  tired  with  her  crying... what  report? 
On  the  accident.     The  hospital  has  to  know  how  it  happened, 
(as  if    he  doesn't  understand)     How  it  happened?     It  was  the  crying*. 
The  crying  because  she  must  have  been  sick.     She  was  hot  and  she  fell 
because  she  was  sick,      (getting  up  from  the  couch  and  walking  towards 
the  double  doors.     I've  got  to  go  to  her  now  because  she  is  my  baby, 
MY  baby.     She's  probably  very  scared  and  now  she  really  needs  her  Mommy. 
This  time  I'll  be  there  and  hold  her  hand  and  let  her  hold  me  and  cling 
to  me  and  call  me  Mommy. .  .Mommy. .  .Now  it's  important  for  me  to  help 
her  -  she  must  need  me  if  we're  here  in  the  hospital,     (walks  past  Ben, 
walks  backwards  towards  the  double  doors)     Don't  come  with  me. 
Linda,  we  are  going  to  Dr.  Neumann's  office.     We  have  to  fill  out  some 
forms.     We  have  to  talk  to  other  people.. . (His  attitude  toward  Linda 
softens  as  he  realizes  her  state  of  mind)     Linda,    It'll  be  OK.     We'll 
work  things  out.      (starts  to  lead  her  out  doors.)  Things  will  be  better 
for  the  three  of  us,   you'll  see. 

The  three  of  us... Daddy,  Mommy  cries  a  lot  and  I   don't  know  why  and  J 
went  to  help  her... Did  you  know  Laura  calls  every  strange  man  Daddy? 
I  guess  she's  confused. 
(Exit  through  double  doors  -  The  End. ) 
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KAREN  KIEL 

CHILD'S  LESSCM 

When  you're  a  little  foolish, 
Or  a  little  reckless  or  bold, 
You  may  slip  and  fall 
And  hurt  yourself. 
And  you  bleed. 

And  a  part  of  you  is  absorbed, 
For  all  time,    into  the  earth. 

M.   A.  DBTGER 

HEAD  THIS  lSY  CHILDREN 

Read  this  my  children  for  you  need 

to  know  of  farms,   long  yards  of  metal  rust, 

rotting  in  time  stepping  in  weeds:  how  fine, 

cows  and  grass  in  stomach  gorge  for  milk, 

walk  in  cowpie  yuckl     webbed  feet  waddle, 

sounds  of  cock-a-doodle  that  remain  unheard, 

yolks  in  straw  and  grain  being  ate, 

beaks  of  pin-point  eyes,   also  clucks, 

pigs  in  mud  rolling  eat  little  known  in 

pig  brains  ha I     they  don't  know  hal  slaughter  house 

and  merciless  blood  death  ha',   repeat  around, 

maize  whispering  in  wind  down  rods  of  rows, 

tassels, 

terra  and  anti-orange  sky  of  clearness 

smell  in  air, 

soy  protein  in  oil,  wind  blown  in  wheat  and 

hay  plowing  reaping  in  a  diesel  fume, 

freedom  and  alone,  And  that's  just  by  the  acre. 


JANICE  LeFEVERS 

"WHO  ARE  YOIT? 

Why  is  it  that  you  seem 

so  familiar  to  me; 

A  sustained  deja  vu 

in  the  way  I  feel 

when  I  look  at  you. . 

Your  body  moves  in  a 

manner  known  to  me, 

and  your  expressions 

I  could  mimic  as  easily 

as  if  they  were  my  own. 

I  don't  understand  how  this  can  be, 

but  the  gnawing  sense  of  recognition 

that  makes  me  act 

as  if  our  paths  had  crossed 

refuses  to  be  erased 

by  the  intellectual  fact 

that  we  have  never  met  before. 

PERFECT  TIMING 

Just  a  split  second 

would  have  kept  us 

from  meeting 

at  that  crossroad. 

But  it  would  have  taken 

an  eternity 

to  keep  us  from  caring. »• 

about  meeting. 
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JUDY  BELFIELD 


ST.  PETER  REGRETS.. 


Good  Friday,   nineteen-fifty-nine.     We 
descended  the  stairs  from  the  choir  loft 
and  strode  solemnly  out  of  church. 
Babushka "d  old  ladies,   carrying  baskets 
of  blessed  food  emerged  from  the  after- 
noon service,   and  we  respected  their 
presence  as  we  walked,   heads  bowed,   on 
the  sidewalk  that  bordered  the  hugh  stone 
walls  of  St.  Francis  of  Assisi    Catholic 
Church.     As  we  turned  the. corner,  the 
three  of  us  bolted  for  the  school  wash- 
room behind  the  rectory.     We  had  a  talent 
for  sensing  the  exact  moment  when  adult 
eyes  could  no  longer  oversee  our  actions, 
and,   as  though  struck  by  a  jolt  of  ESP, 
we  began  our  simultaneous  sprint  on  a 
wordless  cu©.     Of  course,  we  didn't  know 
what  ESP  was  then  —  nobody  did. 

We  entered  the  back  door  of  the  school 
and  crossed  the  marble-floored  foyer  to 
the  lav.     The  door  to  the  school -proper 
was  locked  and  the  ominous  silence 
within  was  broken  only  by  our  panting 
giggles.     This   'toilet-wing'   was  always 
accessible,   a  haven  of  relief  for  all 
those  careless  clods  who  came  to  Mass 
and  didn't  have  the  decency  to  pee 
before  they  left  home.     We  had  their 
aaaraes  engraved  in  the  'disgusting1 
columns  of  our  brains  before  their  spastic 
legs  and  grimacing  faces  even  got  out 
the  side  door  of  the  church. 

"Wow,  is  that  dark J     Can  I  use  some?  f 
Joanie  asked,   as  Pinky  applied  a  thick 
coat  of  blood-red  lipstick. 

"You're  ignorant ?   Joaniel     Don't  you 
know  that  you  can  get  cold  sores  from 
other  people's  lipsticks?    Use  your  own." 

"Look  what  X  brought,"  I  said,  pulling 
three  sat in- finished,  paper  bows  with 
long  streamers  from  my  bucket  purse. 

"Oh,  how  cute  I "  they  both  chimed. 

The  three  of  us  fastened  the  bows  at 
the  backs  of  our  heads,   streamers 
grazing  mid-spine.     They  were  the 
finishing  toueh  that  made  our  beauty 
irresistably  perfect.     Each  one  of  us 
eyed  our  ruby-painted  lips  and  powdered 
noses  in  the  wall-sized  mirror,   comparing 
one  another  silently  on  the  'pretty- 
scale.'     Joanie  and  Pinky  had  freckles  - 
I  had  pimples.     Joanie  kept  her  brown 
hair  up  in  a  curly,   swinging  ponytail, 
while  Pinky' s  auburn  waves  hung  loose  to 
the  middle  of  her  back.     My  chin-length, 
dishwater  blonde  tresses  were  as  straight 
as  a  stick,- a  curse  I  tried  to  remedy  by 
laboriously  flipping  the  ends  up,  after 
nightly  settings  on  tiny  brush  rollers 
dripping  with  wave  lotion. 

We  each  smoothed  our" cardigan  sweaters 
in  an  attempt  to  display  our  budding 
breasts  to  their  best  advantage.     The 
sweaters  buttoned  up  the  back  and  were 
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snug  enough  to  delineate  the  bosom,  but 
loose  enough  to  discourage  charges  of 
immodesty.  Pinky' s  angora  collar  with 
dangling  fluffy  balls  was  the  envy  of 
every  girl  in  our  class.  Betty  Anderson 
on  "Father  Knows  Best"  had  one.  My 
collar  was  only  linen,  but  at  least  I  had 
one,  which  was  more  than  could  be  said 
for  Joanie . 

Joanie  bordered  on  'square',  balancing 
the  very  definite  line  that  separated 
the  'cool'  from  the  'creeps.'  Nobody 
ever  really  came  right  out' and  said  she 
was  square,  but  Pinky  and  I  knew  she 
treaded  in  d^sgerous  waters,  and  Joanie 
knew  we  knew.  When  she  tagged  aloxig,  we 
endured  politely,  but  there  were  times 
when  we  wished  she  would  just  dry  up  and 
blow  away.  Pinky  and  I  would  roll  our 
eyes  and  stick  out  our  tongues  behind 
her  back  at  these  frustrating  moments. 
Joanie  tried  to  be  cool,  even  though  she 
was  too  fat  to  ever  make  it,  and  we  put 
up  with  her,  hoping  against  the  odds. 
We  put  up  with  her  that  day  because,  by 
the  time  the  movie  would  be  over,  it 
would  be  dark  and  her  dad  was  giving  us 
a  ride  home. 

"Is  my  can-can  showing?",  Joanie 
asked. 

"Yeah,"  I  said. 

"Good."     Joanie  fluffed  up  the 
voluminous  layers  of  net  under  her  skirt 
to  afford  an  even  better  view.     I  only 
had  three  thin  layers,   and  those  only 
because  they  came  attached  to  the  skirt. 
I  would  have  died  for  the  sixteen  stiff 
layers  she  was  wearing. 

Pinky  never  succumbed  to  the  can-can 
fad.     She  was  content  to  pour  her  fanny 
into  a  numberless  variety  of  plaid  or 
patterned  sausage-skirts.     These  were 
actually  called   'straight  skirts'    or 
'tight  skirts'   by  most  people,   but  ever 
since  our  seventh-grade  teacher  had 
called  Pinky  to  the  front  of  the  class 
to  make  an  example  of  her,   saying  she 
looked  like  a  sausage,  we  opted  for  that 
term.      Sister  Mary  Carmel  had  once  made 
an  example  of  me,    warning  that  if  I 
didn't  keep  the  hair  pulled  out  of  my 
eyes,  I  might,  god  forbid,  turn  into 
another  Lana  Turner. 

"Sharie,   lemme  put  some  powder  there. 
One  of  your  pimples  shows."     Pinky  dabbed 
the  Beige-Ivory  on  the  side  of  my  nose, 
covering  up  the  discolored  spot,    but  not 
the  bump.     We  took  turns  splashing  our- 
selves from  the  community  bottle  of 
"Evening  in  Paris"  cologne. 

"Why  don't  you  turn  your  hair  under. 
Your  bow  doesn't  hang  right  because  your 
flip  makes  the  streamers  go  crooked." 
As  Pinky  suggested,   I  tried  to  smooth  my 
uncooperative  hair  in  the  opposite 
direction.  con't. 
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"Here.-  Let  me  do  it."     She  grabbed  ray 
comb  and  magically  transformed  my  hair- 
style.    It  was  gorgeous. 

"Gee  -  you  look  nice  in  a  page-boy," 
said  Joanie.     "You  should  wear  it  like 
that  all  the  time." 

"Yeah,   you  look  at  least  fourteen!" 

"Do  I?     heally?" 

"We  better  go  or  we're  gonna  be  late," 
Pink}'  commanded,  and  we  all  marched  out 
in  our  nylon  windbreakers,   collars  turned 
up,   proclaiming  how    'tough'   we  were.     It 
had  taken  me  weeks  to  find  that  black 
jacket.     Windbreakers,   at  the  time, 
seemed  to  come  in  every  color  under  the 
sun  but  black,   and  my  mother  had  tried  to 
encourage  another  choice  -  to  no  avail. 
I  knew  it  would  probably  be  the  closest 
I'd  ever  get  to  the  black  leather  kind 
with  zippers  and  nail-head  studs.     Pinky 
had  engineer  boots,   or  at  least  she  said 
she  did,   but  she  never  wore  them.     We  all 
fantasized  ourselves  in  shiny  black 
leather  jackets,   skin-tight  Capri-pants 
and  engineer  boots.     Of  course,  we  never 
would  have  worn  them,   knowing  too  well 
what  they  called  those  kind  of  girls. 
Being  even  a  little  boy-crazy  simply 
wasn't  tolerated,   even  if  you  were  old 
enough,   and  the  girls  who  wore  that 
kind  of  improper  attire  were  instantly 
labeled   'slut'   and  suffered  the  pains  of 
unbridled  ostracism  -  not  to  mention 

tlaox-i?    loss    Of   God. 

It  was  a  four-block  walk  to  the 
theater,   and  no  c^fcod  and  giggled  every 
step  of  the  way,   stopping  only  to 
acknowledge  honks  and  wol.f~whio-fei.es  f->~<->™ 
teenaged  boys  in  souped-up  cars. 

Hercules  in  the  Valley  of  the  Titans 
was  already  in  progress  as  we  found  our 
seats  up  close  to  the  screen.     It  was  a 
dumb  movie,  but  we  thought   it  would  a 
attract  adolescent  males,  an  assumption 
which  proved  correct.     The  audience  wqo 
sprinkled  generously  with  pubescent 
twosomes  and  threesomes  of  young  men. 
We  chose  our  location  with  careful 
attention  to  these  groupings,   though  we 
had  to  notice  the  numerical  aspect  more 
than  aesthetics,   the  theater  being  too 
dark  to  form  adequate  appx-ai sals  of 
adorability.     Thus,   we  planted   oursfilres 
near  enough  to  be  seen  and  admired 
between  two  accomodating  trios. 

It  wasn't  long  before  the  sounds  of 
the  inevitable  crackings  of  gum  and 
wise  reached  our  ears  from  the  right  and 
rear  of  where  we  sat.     It  also  took  very 
little  time  to  scrutinize  the  occupants 
of  those  seats.     This  was  no  meager 
feat,   bearing  in  mind  that   observation  - 
even  staring  -  was  allowed  only  as  long 
as  one  didn't  get  caught  in  the  act. 
But  we  were  skilled  in  the  art, 
practiced  veterans. 

Eaturally,   a  ruse  had  to  be  developed 
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to  get  a  closer  view,  and  this  took  the 
form  of  a  trip  to  the  bathroom.     As  we 
sauntered  up  the  aisle  on  our  mission, 
one  of  the   fellows  asked,    "Can  we  sit 
with  you?" 

To  which,  Pinky  replied,   "Sure,,  we'll 
be  right  back." 

"Why  did  you  say  that?"  Joanie 
demanded,   as  we  approached  the  lounge. 
"We  can't  sit  with  them!" 

-"Aw  — c'mon,   Joanie.     Let's  have  some 
fun, "  Pinky  pleaded. 

"Yeah,   Joanie,"  I  agreed. 

"I'm  not  sitting  with  them.  They're 
teenagers!" 

"Gkay...be  that  way.     We  will  and  you 
can  watch, "     I  said  laughing. 

"That's  not   funny!" 

"Well,  we're  gonna  sit  with  them  and 
you  can  do  whatever  you  want!"  Pinky' s 
mind  was  set. 

"I'll  tell  my  dad  to  come  and  get  me 
now.     You  won't  have  a  ride  home." 

"I  don't  care.     Call  him.     We  can 
walk  home."     Pinky  nodded  in  agreement, 
and  we  tromped  out   of  the  lounge. 

"Wait... okay,   okay! "  Joanie  called 
after  a  hesitant  moment,  and  joined  us 
on  our  determined  way. 

"I  want  the  tall,   dark  one,"     Pinky 
was  saying.     I  was  glad.     I  wanted  the 
cute  one  in  the  middle,  anyway,   and  said 
so. 

"Oh  no  you  don't  -  that  leaves  me  with 
the   fat  one!"  Joanie  whined. 

"I  guess  so,"  I  tossed  off 
no  n<-halant  ly . 

We.  ambled  back  to  our  seats,  where 
the  guys  were  lined  up  and  waiting  -  th-- 
tall  dark  ore  and  an  empty   ^"-■-l-»    uliB 
cute  one     and  a"  ^t^j  seat,   and  the  fat 
one.     piu&y  and  I  took  the  places  made 
available  for  us,   but  when  Joanie  get  to 
the  fat   one,   she  balked. 

"Wait  a  minute,"  she  said,    "You  sit 
there,   and  I'll  sit  here."     She  pointed 
the  fat  one  to  a  spot  two  seats  away 
from  me  and  plunked  herself  down  at  my 
elbow. 

"What  a  drip!"  I  thought. 

We  hadn't  been  sitting  for  too  long 
when  I   spied  Pinky  and  the  tall  one  in 
the   corner  of  my  eye.     I  wondered  how  it 
could  be  so  easy  for  her  to  just  sit 
right  down  and  make  out.     I  began  to 
think  there  was  something  wrong  with  me. 
Joanie  was  sitting  next  to  me  as  stiff 
as  a  board,   but  then,  that  was  to  be 
expected  from  her.     There  was  definitely 
something  wrong  with  iae.     This  gorgeous 
creature  with  his  arm  around  my  shoulders 
was  certainly  encouraging  some  action. 
He  kept   nudging  my  chin  toward  his  face, 
but  I  wouldn't  move  ray  head.     The 
thought  occurred  to  me,   that  when  this 
episode  had  ended,   Pinky  ?>rould  spread 
it  all  over  that  I  was  a  creep     I  didn't 
think  I  could  live  with  that.     The  guy's 
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arm  felt  good ;  what  harm  could  a  few 
kisses  do?     I  knew  I'd  like  them.     The 
warm,   tingling  sensation  I  was  feeling 
enforeed  my  decision  to  yield  to  the 
temptation  that  breathed  heavily  on  my 
neck.     I  mas  enthroned  in  seventh  heaven 
from  the  very  first  Juicy-Fruit   flavored 
kiss.     He  seemed  to  know  exactly  what  he 
was  doing,   and  I  just  followed  his  lead, 
trying  to  avoid  the  detection  of  my  in- 
experience.    He  bent  my  upper  torso  this 
way  and  that,   first  pulling  toward  his 
seat,  and  then  pushing  toward  mine, 
running  his  hands  up  and  down  my  back 
all  the  while.     He  varied  the  length  of 
the  kisses,   a  good  long  one,  a  couple  of 
short  ones.     He'd  pause,   stare  into  my 
eyes,   nose  almost  touching  nose,  and 
then  start  all  over  again.     Suddenly,   he 
stopped  the  kissing  to  readjust  his 
sitting  position,   pulling  at  the  legs  of 
his  pants.     I  thought  he  must  be 
sweating  and  his  jeans  were  sticking  to 
him.     After  a  few  seconds,  he  cleared 
his  throat  and  asked,   "What's  your 
name?"' 

:,Sharie  v7ood,"  I  whispered,    "What's 
yours?" 

"Jerry  Williams,"  he  answered  in  an 
equally  muted  tone.     Then  the  kissing 
resumed,   only  now  it  seemed  more  urgent, 
his  lips  pressed  harder  and  his  hands 
moved  more  swiftly.     The  swapping  of 
names  must  have  registered  a  license  for 
more  intimate  exploration,   since  shortly 
thereafter,  his  fingers  began  a  silent 
trek  to  the  danger  spots  on  my  chest. 
I  enjoyed  this  only  until  he  began 
opening  his  mouth  during  the  kisses,  and 
then  the  painful  grip  of  guilt   set  back 
the  progression  of  my  pleasure.     "God," 
I  thought,   "This  is  what  the  sluts  do!" 

In  truth,   I  had  no  idea  on  earth  what 
sluts  did  and  did  not  do  —  but  I  was 
positive  they  were  doing  this.     He  kept 
up  the  Trench-kissing  while  I   struggled 
with  the  morality  of  it  all.     Then  I 
decided  to  forego  the  pains  of  hell,  if 
it  came  down  to  that  —  I  didn't  want 
him  to  stop.     And  just  as  I  had  resolved 
that  crisis,  another  presented  itself. 


"Nothing.     I  have  to  go  home  now  — 
right  now."     She  picked  up  her  jacket  and 
brushed  past  us  all  on  her  way  out  to  the 
aisle. 

"Do  you  have  to  leave?"  Jerry  asked. 
I  couldn't  speak  because  my  heart  was 
breaking. 

"No,  we  don't.  We'll  go  to  the  wash- 
room and  find  out  what's  the  matter  with 
her,    and  we'll  be  right  back,"  Pinky  said. 

"Are  you  coming  or  not?"  Joanie 
pressed.     Reluctantly,  we  followed  her  to 
the  lobby. 

"What  happened?",  I  asked. 
.  "Well,-  he  put  his  arm  around  me  and 
his  fingers  touched  me  there."  She'pointed 
to  her  left  breast.     Nobody  said  the  word 
'breast'  then.     In  fact,   nobody  said  any 
words  that  defined  the  private  parts  of 
the  body.     It  was  only  'here'    or   'there', 
or  if  you  were  brave,    'down  there.'     We 
knew  the  anatomical  terms,   but  they 
sounded  even  worse  than  the  'dirty'  words 
that  we  wouldn't  have  dared  to  say. 
Doctors  employed  the  former,  pigs  the 
latter,  and  ladies  and  gentlemen 
awaiting  assignations  in  heaven  said 
neither. 

"I'm  going  home  NOW  I     You  two  can  stay 
if  you  want,  but  I'm  calling  my  dad." 

I  would  never  have  confessed  to  anyone, 
but  I  was  somewhat  relieved.     Pinky 
looked  mad,  but  she  didn't  plead  with 
anymore  enthusiasm  than  I  did.     When  I 
finally  arrived  at  the  excruciating 
decision  that   it  was  all  over,   I 
acquiesced. 

"All  right,  we're  coming.  Just  wait 
til  we  get  our  jackets,"  and  trying  one 
last  time,   added,   "You  coming  with  us?" 

"Nope.     I'll  wait  right  here." 

"We  gotta  go,"    Pinky  told  the  boys 
back  in  the  theater, "the  baby's  gotta  go 
home."     She  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  her 
seat  while  I  stumbled  past  three  pairs 
of  gangling  knees  to  my  jacket.     Jerry 
grabbed  hold  of  my  wrist,   pulling  me  down 
into  the  red  velvet  cushions  next  to  him 
and  asked  for  my  phone  number.     Now  this 
was  a  sticky  dilemma.     What  was  I  going 
to  say?     "I  don't  date  yet,"  or  "My 


I  felt  his  fingers  creeping  up  the  insidemofcher  would  beat  me  to  death  if  she 
of  my  thigh,   and  like  velvet  centipede        found  out   about  you,"  or  maybe  "I'm  not 
legs,  their  feather-strokes  drove  slowly   allowed  to  get  phone  calls  from  boys." 


upward.     Every  nerve  in  my  body,   except 
those  in  my  leg  and  some  in  the 
Forbidden  /rea,   went  numb.     I  didn't 
know  how  I  was  going  to  halt  the 
proceedings,  but  I  knew  I  must.     I 
stalled  this  action  as  long  as  I  could, 
allowing  him  the  freedom  of  this  onward 
journey,  until,   fortunately  .(or 
unfortunately),   a  shrieking 
v'Seeeeeeeeyaaaaaahl"  stopped  us  cold. 

"Let's  gol"     Joanie  stood  beside  me 
demanding. 

;rWhat's  wrong?"  I  asked. 
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"Nb,   I  had  to  give  him  a  number,   so  I 
quickly  made  one  up.     RoSody  was  carrying 
their  Shaeffer  cartridge  pens,,  or  even  a 
pencil  to  write  the  number  down,  but  then, 
Jerry  didn't  ask  for  one  either. 

"SEV-en-two-SEU~-en-ONE-six-SEV-en-six. 
SE7-en-two-SEV-en- CNE-s ix- SEV-en-six . 
I'll  remember  it,"  he  said.     With  his 
promise  to  call  hanging  in  the  air,   I 
picked  up  my  jacket  and  we  left. 

Nobody  talked  in  the  car  on  our  way 
home.     Joanie  fiddled  with  the  radio  in 
the  front  seat  until  she  had  it  tuned  to 
WLS,  Chicago  -  the  only  rock  'n  roll 
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station  on  the  air. 

''It's  late,   it's  late/'  Ricky- 
Nelson's  voice  bounced  in  time  with  his 
guitar,   "We  gotta  get   on  home.     Can't 
wait,   can't  wait.     We  been  gone  too 
long.''     I  carefully  followed  the  words 
of  every  song  that  played' thereafter:  •' 
Connie  Francis'  My  Happiness.   Jack 
Scott's  Goodbye  Babyf   and  Elvis'   A  Fool 
Such  as  I.     Ill  those  singers  were 
talking  to  me  -  they  zeroe'd  in  on  all 
my  yearnings. 

1  was  brought  out  of  the  musical 
trance  by  David  Seville  and  the 
Chipmunks  lamenting  the  loss  of  Alvin's 
harmonica.     It  was  obvious  that  Joanie' s 
father  disliked  the  distorted  rodent- 
voices  as  much  as  I  did,   when  he 
exclaimed,    "How  can  you  kids  listen  to 
that  garbage  I ''     and  snapped  off  the 
radio.     Nobody  argued.     His  tone  was 
emphatic. 

That  Easter  vacation  was  a  veritable 
hell.      'Easter  duty'   glared  me  in  the 
eye.     Confession  and  Communion  on  the 
day  of  Christ's  first  ascent   into  heaven 
was  a  tradition  nobody  broke.     If  I 
didn't  go  to  Communion,   everybody  would 
know  I  carried  the  stain  of  mortal  sin 
on  my  immortal  soul.     If  I  didn't  go  to 
Confession,   I  couldn't  receive  Communion. 
The  very  thought  of  confessing  'impure 
actions'   brought  beads  of  sweat  to 
every  pore's  surface.      'Impure  thoughts' 
and  'impure  words'  were  only  mis- 
demeanors,  but   'impure  actions'   were 
worse  than  committing  mass-murder  with 
a  hatchet. 

I  sat  outside  the  three-doored 
confessional,   sorting  out  my  options, 
searching  for  an  answer  that  would 
eliminate  the  need  for  this  degrading 
expose".     Whispering  penitants  buzzed 
behind  the  purple  curtains  and  I  could 
hear  Consignor  Brennan's  sing-song 
chastisements  from  his  confessional 
all  the  way  on  the  other  side  of  the 
church.     He  didn't  care  what,  he  said 
or  who  heard  him,   even  though  the 
secrecy  of  Confession  was  supposed  to 
be  guaranteed.     Not  many  people  stood 
outside  his  box,   ever.     I  suspect  the 
ones  who  did  were  hearing- impared. 

'Then  I  thought  I'd  summoned  enough 
courage,   I  took  my  place  in  line,   wait- 
ing to  tell  all  to  kindly  Father 
Carlisle.     He  was  young,  but  not  too 
young,   and  he  didn't  know  me  because  he 
didn't  teach  our  eighth-grade  Catechism 
class. 

"'Bless  me  Father,  for  I  have  sinned. 
My  last  Confession  was  two  weeks  ago. 
These  are  my  sins:  I  got  angry  at  my 
mother  once;  I  disobeyed  my  teacher 
twice;  and. ..and,''  (this  is  the  point 
at  which  my  tongue  became  swollen  and 
paralyzed)  "and  I  slapped  my  little 
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brother  once.     For  these  and  all  the 
sins  of  my  life  I  am  sorry." 

That  was  Saturday,  Holy  Saturday. 
On  Easter  Sunday  I  committed  ray  first 
sacrilege:     I  received  Holy  Eucharist 
while  in  the  state  of  mortal  sin.     It 
wasn't  easy  to  do,   considering  the 
certainty  of  the  fatal  car  accident  I 
was  about  to  fall  victim  to  on  the  way 
home,   and  my  soul  was  going  to  be  lost 
for  all  eternity. 

The  day  we  returned  to  school,  I 
wore  a  pair  of  brand-new  black  and  white 
saddle  shoes.     Saddle  shoes  were   just 
about  on  their  way  out,  having  been 
replaced  by  white  sneakers  with  pointed 
toes,  but  they  were  my  first  pair,  and 
some  of  the  kids  still  wore  them.     When 
you  got  saddle  shoes,  you  wore  them 
until  your  toes  crunched  up  in  grotesque 
deformity  inside  them  because  they  were 
expensive  and  because  it  was  impossible 
to  wear  them  out. 

Pinky  passed  me  a  note  during 
arithmetic  which  read:     "I  HAVE  to  tell 
you  something  IMPORTANT!"     Now  I  had 
two  reasons  to  be  impatient  for  recess: 
She  had  gossip;   and  I  needed  to  get  my 
shoes 'christened' . 

When  the  bell  finally  rang  and  we 
paraded  outside  in  pairs  -  no  talking 
in  line  -  Pinky  and  I  flew  toward  each 
other.     Joanie  was  in  my  path. 

"Hi,  Joanie,  wanna  step  on  ray  shoes?" 

"I  don't  think  so."  She  spun  around 
and  walked  quickly  away,   removing  the 
obstacle  of  her  body  from  between  Pinky 
and  me,    . 

"Wanna  step  on  my  shoes?"  I  asked, 
"'•/hat's  the  matter  with  Joanie?     She's 
being  a  big  fat   'cube'   again." 

that's  what  I  had  to  tell  ya.     Guess 
who  was  sitting  six  rows  behind  us  at 
the  movies?" 

"Who?" 

"Barbara  Johnson." 

"Oh,   no!" 

irYup.     And  she  saw  everything.     And, 
she  spread  it  all  over.     Everybody 


knows ! 


We  looked  at  each  other  with 


nothing  further  to  say.     I  knew  what 
this  meant.     Pinky  and  I  had  each  earned 
the  title  of  'Slut-Second  Class*.     This 
was  the  absolute  end,   worse  than  the 
sacrilege  I'd  committed.     Well,  there 
was  really  nothing  that  could  be   done 
about  it.     That's  the  way  things  were: 
You  wore  the  label  and  you  tried  to  make 
do.     Just  like  Lana  Turner's  daughter 
when  she  killed  her  mother's  boyfriend. 

When  we  lined  up  to  go  back  into  the 
building,   Barbara  Johnson  purposely  took 
a  spot   directly  in  front  of  me.     I 
lowered  my  head,   trying  not  to  look  at 
her,    fighting  my  urge  to  grab  a  pinch  of 
her  flesh  and  twist  it. 

"I  saw  what  you  did,    Sharie  Wood.      I 
sawi "     Barbara  sneered  as   she  turned 

con't. 


ST.  PETER  REGRETS. ..,  con't, 


half-way  around.  Now,  nobody  did  that  - 
called  you  by  your  full  name  -  unless 
they  hated  you.  Like  you  knew  your 
mother  was  really  mad  when  she  called 
you  Sharon  Emily  Marie  Wood,  instead  of 
just  Sharon.  I  had  difficulty 
controlling  my  passion  to  thrash  her  on 
the  spot.  T  should  have.  It's  the  one 
thing  in  my  life  that  I've  painfully 
regretted.  As  it  turned  out,  the  worst 
I  could  render  was  a  feeble  attempt  to 
restore  my  dignity. 


t*  n*  T*  T*-*i* 


"I  went  to  Confession,  Barbara 
Johnson!"  and  the  anger  that  was  blazing 
inside  took  the  form  of  the  scathing 
insult  I  dumped  on  her  next,  "So  why 
don't  you  just  TURK  BLUE,  you  spastic 
creep I" 

"Wo  talking  in  line,"  Sister  Carmel 
commanded,  and  we  marched  in 
Gangbusters  rigidity  back  to  the  class- 
room, where  Consignor  Brennan  stood 
waiting  to  guide  us  all  on  our  celestial 
path  to  Paradise. 


JUBY  BELFIELD 

IF  YOU  OFFERED  ICE 

If  you  offered  me 

those  outward  charms, 
I'd  be  pleased. 
Afterwards , 

I'd  store  the  moments  away, 
in  bright  colored  papers 
of  memory 

and  tear  into  them 
another  day 

to  rekindle  their  glow. 
But  if  you  offered  me 

the  feelings  of  your  lifetime 
shared  with  me 

your  foibles 
and  y our  strengths  - 
let  my  heart 

explore  your  mind 
and  my  arms 

cradle  your  thoughts 
Then  would  be  - 

rapture ! 

JUDY  BELFIELD 


IMOERIM 


"They  made  me  do  it  again.     The 
voices.     They  made  me  kill.     I  tried  to 
fight  them.     I  tried  hard.     With  all  my 
strength.     But  I  can't  win.     They're 
stronger  than  me.     I'll  never  beat  them. 
They'll  keep  at  me  and  at  me  and  at  me, 
and  I'll  keep  doing  it  over  and  over  - 
till  I  don't  know  what  will  happen... 
Something  will  happen, . ." 

She  wrote  slowly,   correcting  and  re- 
correcting  the  broken,  printed  scrawl, 
stopping  occasionally  to  run  a  hand 
through  her  dark  blonde,  blood- splattered 
hair. 

"I  don't  want  to  do  it  again.     The 
voices  are  always  there,  waiting  for 
minutes  when  I'm  not  thinking,   and  then 
they  attack.     They  scream  and  yell  and 
make  fun  of  me  until  I  can't  stand  them 
another  second.     And  then,   I  do  it.!t 

She  glanced  at  the  clock:     Five- 
thirty-six.     She  wouldn't  have  supper 
tonight.     She  thought  about  washing  up 
in  the  sink  and  then  collapsing  on  the 
cot.     She'd  sleep  until  noon  tomorrow, 
and  when  she  woke,    she'd  still  be  tired. 


And  the  voices  would  taunt  her  again, 
just  as  they  had  today  -  and  too  many 
yesterdays  before. 

Resting  her  chin  on  her  wrist,  the 
pencil  slipped  from  the  fingers  of  her 
other  hand  -  no  more  writing  tonight. 
An  overwhelming  exhaustion  filled  her; 
her  head  grew  heavy  and  the  muscles  in 
her  neck  turned  to  jelly.     A  swirling 
stupor  circled  'round  her  consciousness 
like  a  gently  spinning  eddy,   pulling 
down  and  down  toward  its  concentric  eye. 
Her  body  slackened,   slumping  over  in  the 
chair  as  she  lapsed  into  the  dark, 
mesmeric  arms  of  Morpheus. 

It  was  peaceful  at  first,   blank,   black 
and  feelingless.     For  a  while,   the  night- 
mare of  wakefulness  was  replaced  by  the 
ecstatic  tranquility  of  nothingness,   like 
a  smooth  expanse  of  blue-green  sea, 
stretching  forth  for  indeterminate  miles 
of  surface-calm,  liquid  aquamarine.     But, 
beneath  the  gossamer  veil  of  placidity, 
churned  a  rolling  turmoil  of  frenzied 
visages:     Haunting,   terrcr-stri cken  faces 


INTERIM,    con't, 


of  victims  spattered  in  gore,   and 
snickering  fangs  bared  in  triumph.     The 
rabid  turbulence  would  erupt  from  its 
subliminal  depth  to  torment  her  even 
while  she  slept. 

"But  Mama,   you  gotta  help  me J" 
"You  broke  the  law.     You  take  the 
consequences.     I  can't  help  yout.     Don't 
knot's  I'd  even  want  to." 

Outside  an  amethyst   satin  wall,   its 
spongy  recesses  promising  refuge,    she 
shrieked  in  desperation,    "Hide  me  I     Put 
me  back  in  the  safe  place!" 

"Get   outa  here'.     Leave  me  to  rest!" 
And  with  an  evanescent  flourish,   the 
image  of  her  mother  dissolved  into  the 
damp,  mushy,   eggplant-interior. 

The  guilty  one  pounded  at  the 
parchment  flesh,  arms  flailing  in 
tattered  yellow  sleeves.     Dripping 
scarlet   smears  were  left  where  her  fists 
had  struck,   the  red  flowing  in  a 
sanguinary  river  down  the  side  of  the 
hu£e  purple  pear. 

"Let  me  inl     Let  me  in!"  Wo  reply 
ensued  -  only  the  tight-lipped  silence  of 
death. 

The  next  instant  found  her  in  a  Swiss 
chalet  encrusted  with  gingerbread  and 
laced  with  squiggly,  white  frosting-trim. 
"Rap,   rap*."    The  door  trembled 
delicately  with  the  sound  of  tiny  knocks. 
She  opened  it  to  a  view  of  immense, 
emerald-bladed  hills,   sweeping  mounds 
of  gently  curving,   shamrock-colored 
bosoms  which  rambled  gracefully  toward 
the  horizen. 

"Come  with  us,"  came  the  chorus  of  two 
chubby-faced,   pink-cheeked  darlings  with 
hair  the  color  of  aging  pages  of  an  old 
manuscript.     A  boy  and  a  girl,  they  were 
dressed  in  identical  costumes:     Green 
knee-pants  were  held  up  by  gaily 
embroidered  suspenders  that  crossed  in  an 
"X"  on  their  backs,   and  puffy-sleeved, 
white  blouses  peeked  from  behind  the 
bibs  and  straps. 

"Little  dollies,"  she  thought,    "to 
play  with.' 

She  followed  the  Alpine  twins   down  an 
incline  and  set   foot  in  a  grassy  valley, 
where  the  children  suddenly  vanished. 
She  stood  for  several  moments  in 
bewildered  confusion,   and  then  she  felt 
the  prick  of  a  needle  on  the  inside  of 
her  elbow.     She  was  alarmed  to  see  a 
plastic  tube  connected  to  her  arm.     A 
red  gush  coursed  through  the  blood-syphon 
and  sprayed  a  wildly  random  stain  across 
the  grass. 


"It   is  death,"  a  deep  voice  boomed 
from  nowhere. 

"I've  been  waiting  for  it,"  she 
replied. 

She  woke,   dripping  perspiration  and 
shivering  in  the  fearful  uncertainty  of 
half-rsleep.     The  room  was  black  and 
silent,  except  for  her  rasping  breath. 
Her  back  ached  and  her  head  pounded  in 
furious  rythmn. 

"Lana,  we're  here."     Oh,  god  -  the 
voices'.     The  voices  were  going  to  start 
now,  in  the  middle  of  the  night  with 
only  eleven  homrs  grace I 

"Take  the  knife,  Lana,"  the  gravel- 
throated-one  urged. 

"You  can't  do  it,"  the  high-pitched 
one  intoned,   followed  by  cackling  hoots. 

"The  time  is  right.     Do  it  now!     Do 
it.. .do  it,"    they  chanted  in  unison. 
She  slapped  her  palms  against  the 
sides  of  her  head,  trying  to  suffocate 
the  tongues,  but  the  voices  only  got 
louder  and  reverberated  in  a  deafening 
echo. 

"Do  it... do  it...,"  the  baritone 
insisted  in  requiem  cant.     The  crackle- 
voiced  tenor  threaded  his  taunts  between 
the  verses  of  the  dirge,    "Chicken," 

he  said,   "You're  a  slimy  coward. 
No  wonder  everyone  hates  you,  you 
despicable  bitch!     Look  at  the  knife  - 
so  clean  and  shiny  and  sharp.     Noble, 
isn't  it?  -  gleaming  and  proud.     Not 
like  you!     Take  it... take  it!" 

She  stood  for  a  moment   fingering  the 
smoothness  of  the  long  glinting  blade, 
her  eyes  aglaze  with  psychotic  sparkle, 
and,   rapt  in  her  determination,    she 
slithered  out  the  door  in  search  of  prey. 
As  soon  as  the  passion  for  slaughter  had 
been  fixed  in  her  mind,    the  voices 
waned,   retreating  into  far-off  corners 
to  watch  the  carnage  -  and  gloat. 
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JUBI  BENCO 

REPRIEVE 

Amidst  the  turmoil  of  broken  dreams 

a  waiting  mem'ry  lies  quietly 

for  a  day  when  pain  is  all  dispersed 

and  the  wound,   by  time,   so  carefully  nursed, 

A  hollow  thought  of  yester  years 
pushed  back  behind  the  waning  tears 
to  mesmerize  the  mind  and  soul 
with  masked  illusions  still  untold. 

And  like  a  thief  attacks  at  night 

this  mem'ry  steals  through  shadowed  light 

steadfast  in  its  torrid  path 

taking  vengenee  for  the  past. 

The  mind  will  squirm  to  find  relief 
The  heart  will  grasp  for  reality 
yet  on  and  on  to  mammoth  size 
this  mem' ry  now  needs  no  disguise. 

How  captured  is  the  mind  again 
and  as  before,  the  mem'ry  wins. 


ilaheh  riel 
still/half/life 

The  chipped  vase 

Sits  upon  the  table  made  of 

Glossy  oak  veneer  inlaid  with 

Bits  of  pine;  a  lace 

Doily  lies  beneath  the  vase, 

From  the  fingers  of  some  dead  and 

Distant  aunt  who,  one  time,  fled  from 

Hungry  Europe;  the  vase 

Holds  artificial  rosebuds  in  place, 

For,  when  filled  one  time  it  leaked  and 

Stained  the  doily,  caused  a  streak  on 

The  polished  wood;  the  vase 

Sits  near  a  window  turned  to  face 

Eastward;  taking  in. the  sun  but 

Shallow,  narrow,  will  now  run 

Its  surrealistic  race; 

A  crippled  usurper  of  grace; 

Frustrated  and  lost  in  space  - 

The  chipped  vase. 

KAHCT  LOCKHART 

COLD  FROM1 

The  polite  generosity  of  your  smile 

Is  my  curiosity. 

We  speak  saying  nothing  at  all. 

We  talk  and  balk  at  the  rain. 

How  insane  to  read  foreign  languages 

In  each  other's  eyes. 

How  I  despise  private  translations. 

Separate  vacations  are  sins. 

Nobody  wins  guessing -games. 

"Whether-man, " 

We  need  a  new  sky. 
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JANICE  LeFEVERS 

A  CAGED  HEART 

I  "set  up  wards" 

thinking  it  would  keep  you  out; 

forgetting  that  you  were  already 

in  my  heart. 

So  all  I  did  was 

tc  make  you  a  prisoner, 

preventing  your  escape, 

which  would  have  set  JUDY  BELFIELD 

us  both  free. 

HO\T  VJm  TIMES 

How  many  times 

did  you  let  me  inside  that  crusty  shell 
only  to  regret  the  bruisings  I  administered 
to  that  spongy,  mushy  blob  of  too-soft  flesh! 
I  want  back  in  again  - 

it's  time  to  hide  from  knowing  eyes 
that  may  be  quick  to  wound  me. 
■  Move  over  and  make  room  - 

I  need  your  armored  walls 
and  that  rubber-textured  warmth 
that  I  dissolve  in. 
And  please  don't  plunge 

those  prickling  teeth  into  my  neck  this  time  - 

even  though  I  probably  deserve  it. 
Biting  never  changes 
what  was  — 

Is? 
If  you  promise  not  to  say 
"I  told  you  so," 

or 
"That's  what  you  get," 
I,  in  turn, 

will  refrain  from  jabbing  that  tender  belly 
while  I  spend  msr  retreat  with  you. 
Yes,  my  dear, 

I  plan  to  run  with  the  stars  again  - 

Don't  look  so  surprised! 
You've  known  for  a  long  time 

how  susceptible  I  am  to  the  tempting  twinklers  • 
heartless  bitch  that  I  am. 
Sometimes,  I  think 

I  might  stay  in  that  shell  with  you  forever  - 

'   sentimental  thought! 
but  I  get  cramped  so  easily  - 
and  I  memorised  the  decor  years  ago  - 
and  I  know  that  permanence  is  fantasy! 
After  I've  watched 

the  sparkle  and  the  colors 
parade  past  your   open  window 
on  saxophone  notes 

of  deep  and  haunting  allure, 
I'll  crawl  out 

to  chase  the  elusive  illusions  again. 
And  your  poor,   tired,  wrinkled  body 
will  stretch  - 

and  your  eyes  will  try  to  find  me 
while  your  legs  try  to  keep  pace. 
Don't  - 

I'll  be  behind  a  cloud 
and  turtles  don't  fly. 
Don't  worry  - 

Just  like  Leon  Russell, 
YJhen  I  can  no  longer  take 
the  "lying  to  myself," 
I'll  come  back  to  the  island 
and  watch  the  sun  go  down  - 

with  you.  -19- 


JANICE  LeFEVERS 

FORGIVENESS 

Cornflower  blue  eyes, 

curly  blonde  hair, 

A  handsome  young  man  you  were, 

doing  anything  on  a  dare. 

And  oh,   how  you  lived  life 

to  the  fullest; 

wild  days  overflowing 

with  wilder  deeds, 

not  finding  time  in  your  rebel's  life 

to  take  care  of  your  family's  needs. 

And  oh,  how  they  suffered, 

and  tears  did  flow 

from  a  wife  not  able  to  cope 

with  the  five  small  children 

who  were  born 

in  these  years  without  hope. 

But  now  the  scenario  has  altered, 

your  hair  still  curly,  but  grey. 

The  drive  diminished  and  faltered, 

your  soul  no  longer  astray. 

The  devilish  glint  in  your  eyes  gone, 

replaced  by  a  look  of  despair. 

But  honestly,  Daddy,  I'd  wish  it 

all  back  for  you, 

just  to  see  your  unhappiness  disappear. 


JUDY  BELFISLD 
YOU  KEEP  BOASTING 

You  keep  boasting 

of  your  radical  philosophy, 

of  your  disregard  for  society* s  moderation  - 
Yet  you  seem  to  fight  the  gypsy 

who  tempts  you  to  her  wagon 

with  her  eyes 

and  promises  excess 

the  likes  of  which, 
she  doubts  you've  ever  seen  - 
or  felt. 
Perhaps  it's  just 

that  she  does  not  hold  the  feather 

that  tickles 

your  aesthetic   sense. 

Ah,   but  you  delude  yourself 

if  you  don't  see  past 

the  bangles  and  the  bracelet si 
Or  it  may  be 

that  you're  not  willing 

to  wander  from  that  melody 

which  fills  your  home, 
But  the  Bohemian  coquette 

attends  a  rhapsody  of  her  own^.. 

and  she's  not  afraid  to  dance, 

if  you  would  but  take  her  jewelled  hand, 

MICHAEL  VOLIMER 
DREAM  //  17 

Climbing  the  stairs  with  a  double  edged  sword 

knocking  on  the  doors  and  windows  lightly 

drawing  hisses  and  wrinkled  looks  from 
people  who  look  just  like  me. 

I  am  not  drunk  nor  have  I  slipped  inside. 
I  am  making  contact  witiiuut  anchors. 
Floating  up  to  the  hinderland  where 
you  can  tell  us  apart  in  the  dark.  -20- 


JUDY  B3LFIELD 


if  your  mm 

If  your  hand 

ivere  but  to  graze  my  own  - 
palm  brushing  palm  - 

I  would  feel  their  lines 
etching  sizzling  patterns 
CTnc!  leaving 
r-erpe-cual  traces 
cf  you. 

I1  ouch  me! 
If  the  warmth  of  your  lips 
were  ever  to  press 
upon  these  yearning  lips 
of  mine, 
I'd  sip  the  breath 
that   is  your  essence  - 
drink  it  deeply 
into  myself 

where  it  would  whisper 
its  intoxication 
i n  my  every  cell. 
Kiss  me! 
Do  not  think 

you  might  do  more  - 

at  least  for  now  - 
I  think  that  even 
touch  and  kiss 
might  burst  my  skin, 
expand  my  heart 
to  rupturing 
demise. 


PIT  MULDER 

IDENTITY  CRISIS 

I  find  myself  involved 

in  this  silly  but  enduring  struggle  - 

a  need  to  maintain  the  identity 

of  this  person  I  call  "me"  or  "I", 

or  sometimes  fcy  the  more  formal  etching 

necessary  to  satisfy  the  society 

that  has  a  lien  on  my  reality. 


Each  imprint  of  my  name  lessens  me. 

I  clutch  the  vowels  of  my  existence 

tightly  to  my  breast, 

nurturing  and  reinforcing  each  identifying  echo 

before  flinging  it  out  into  the  world 

to  be  impressed  upon  a  page, 

a  check,  a  letter,  or  a  poem, 

becoming  something  more  than  I, 

coalescing  with  the  nebulous 

clouds  of  eternal  disorder 

hovering  above,  constantly  inflicting 

feelings  of  insecure,  fluttering  chaos 

that  my  separate  being  does  not  exist, 

except  as  one  more  speck 

added  to  the  eternal  dustpile  of  life 

to  be  smothered,  blurred  and  buffed 

fcy  millions  of  other  woo ley  creatures 

who  will  surely  overwhelm 

my  infinitesimal  cry: 


JUDY  BELFIELD 
BREAK! 

The  lights  dim  - 

dusky  gray  overt  aki  ng 

the  bright,   bright  white, 

and  shadows  lengthening 

in  their  corridors  of  haze. 
Eerie  sounds 

of  echoing  emptiness 

wafting  • round  the  ears, 

taunting  in  their  shapeless  sameness, 
Bodies  in  their  liquid  dissolution 

flit  and  float  in  fluid  forms 

that   flow  from  here  to  there 

without  control  of  their  direction, 

speaking  words  forgotten 

in  a  stream  of  soluble  swill. 

Among  the  blending  coalescence  - 
One 

separates  from  the  melting  mass 
of  warming,  waxen  color 
to  proclaim  its  singularity  — 
wants  to  break  the  blurring  mist 

of  twilight, 
wants  to  pierce  the  air 

with  brandishing  shriek 
of 


"Here  I  am!" 


"this  is  I 
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NANCY  LOCKHART 


MICHAEL  VOLLMER 


RISKY  BUSINESS 


HEART  .SPACE  BRAIM 


An  embarassment  unto- myself, 

This  poetry  (I  write) 

Ink-blots  dancing  cheek  to  cheek 

Tor  all  to  peek  at  the  seat  of  my  pants, 

And  guess  what's  happening 

Inside  of  me. 

Ridiculous,  however 

Is  not  fatal; 

No  worse  than  playing  peek-a-boo 

Alone , 

Where  I  never  lose 

Anything  but  face. 

And  yes, 

The  neckline  of  decorum 

Sometimes  sags, 

Turning  what  was  bold  to, 

Boob. 


Old  school  boy  blues 

you  draw  them  deeply  out. 

Anxious  moments  of  attempts 

and  recurrent  fleets 

of  heartbeats  arythmically 

telling  no  lies. 

Your  softening-agent  eyes 
flutter  fools. of  old  men 
and  spare  few  young  ones. 
Those  eyes  speak  separately, 
oceans  away,   from  lips 
that  mutter  wivestales 

Your  searching  smile  says, 

'Bring  me  spellbound  so 

my  satisfaction  is  your  own.' 

My  smile  whispers  wistfully, 

♦If  only  your  brain  could 

be  moved  closer  to  your  heart.' 


HOLLY  TRSVISAN 


AGENT 


"I'm  thinking  of  changing  jobs.     Well,  real  estate  is  alright  -  big  bucks  if  you 
are  really  go«d.     See,   it's  the  contacts  and  all-  people  you  know,  people  who  owe 
you,  people  who  owe  you  and,  introduce  you  to  new  contacts.     But  it's  really  a 
cut-throat  business  out  there.     People  would  sell  their  grandmother  a  house  with  a 
broken  sump  pump  if  they  thought  they  could  get  away  with  it.     No,  the  business  is 
too  up  and  down  -  feast  or  famine  -  and  right  now  it   is  not  good.     The  whole  thing 
is  too   'ify'   -  No,  the  real  money,   and  I'm  convinced  of  this,   is  in  pimping.     I 
saw  this  black  limo  at  a  First  National  the    other  day.     Shiny,    sleek,  with  a  TV 
and  a  bar  in  the  back  seat.     SURE  I  checked  it  out.     But  there  was  this  fedora  up 
on  the  back  dash.. ..I  mean,   whoever  owned  that  fedora  was  doing  GK.     I  seriously 
considered  goirg  in  and  trying  to  find  the  guy,   see  what  he  looked  like,  what  he 
was  buying.     But  I  decided  against  it.     It   could  possibly  spoil  the  image  of  the 
job  and  then  I'd  have  nothing  to  look  forward  to.     I  mean  I  really  can't  see  a  guy 
like  that  buying  Tegrin  or  Odor  Eaters.     A  guy  like  that  is  too  cool  to  have 
personal  hygiene  problems.     And  I  figured  if  I  watched  him  anguish  over  Rice 
Krispies  or  Captain  Crunch,   the  job  might  lose  some  class.     Even  seeing  him  decide 
on  a  package  of  hamburger  -  no  dignity.     See  -  the  money's  there.     The  hours  are 
good.     Could  spend  most  of  the  day  with  the  wife  and  kids,   and  then  work  at  night. 
It's  basically  managing  -people,  knowing  what  makes  them  tick  and  how  to  motivate 
them.     I  really  think  I'd  do  one  hell  of  a  job!     And  I'm  good  friends  with  my 
insurance  agent  so  I  know  he  could  get  me  reduced  rates  on  a  limo.     As  for  the 
uniform  -  well,   I'd  save  my  suits  and  jackets  for  going  out  with  the  wife  and  just 
use  those  ridiculous  silk  disco  shirts  she  has  been  trying  to  get  me  to  wear.     Save 
a  few  bucks  there!     But  you  know,   come  to  think  of  it,   I  probably  should  have 
tried  to  find  that  guy.     I  could  have  overlooked  the  $&n  Roll-on  and  the   Brick- 
oven  Baked  Beans.     But  you  know,  he  could  have  told  me  where  the  hell  he  got  that 
hat ! " 
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MICHAEL  VOLLMER 


TEARS  NEVER  CRIED 


She  was  sitting  on  the  toilet 
wondering  how  had  this  seemingly  rapid 
stream  of  events  taken  place.  She  was 
releasing  her  inner  most  easily, 
reminded  how  easily  she  slipped  into 
this  situation. 

His  near  perfectly  defined  body,  lying 
languid  on  the  bed,  slipped  subtly  into 
her  consciousness.  He  was  not  an 
overtly  powerful  man  but  exuded  a  strength 
that  went  far  beyond  his  ordinary  frame. 
His  cheeks  stood  like  reddish  golf  balls 
surrounded  by  flaming  red  hair  that 
spiralled  out  from  his  face  as  it  did 
from  his  head.  He  drew  out  from  her  a 
desire  that  refused  containment. 

He  thought  Margret  truly  a  lady.  She 
made  love  like  a  lady,  giving  herself  to 
abandonment  slowly  but  totally.  Dainty 
and  sweet  she  would  lay  her  loving  table 
properly  until  her  too  often  restrained 
inner  love  was  released.  Her  body  had  a 
definite  curve  toward  lovemaking  as  much 
as  her  brain  propagandized  against  such 
base  inclinations. 

"Hey,  Maggie,  are  you  hungry? " 
"Not  really.... How  about  you?" 
Ho  reply. 

She  was  twenty  eight  before  she 
realized  she  was  unhappy.  Up  until  then 
she  w&s  not  alive.  She  was  walking 
through  the  dreams  of  her  parents,  merely 
an  extension  of  dreams  already  dreamt  but 
crying  with  the  power  of  age  to  be  young 
again.  Her  childhood  was  spent  learning 
what  to  do,  how  to  please,  when  to  smile 
with  her  eyes,  and  where  to  hide  her 
feelings.  Though  her  parents  were  no 
monsters,  in  her  new  consciousness  she 
saw  them  for  the  soulsnatchers  that  they 
were.  She  was  not  bitter  about  it  yet. 

Jess  was  dressing.  The  simple  clothes 
of  a  working  man  sprang  to  a  new  life 
when  he  put  them  on,*  his  dynamism  trans- 
formed them  better  than  the  Brooks  Bros. 

''Hey,  do  you  mind  if  we  cut  this  short 
tonight,  I've  got  some  business  on  the 
south  end  to  attend  to  later  and  I've 
got  to  pick  up  Johnny  before  I  go." 

He  was  not  aware  of  it  but  he  knew  how 
to  re-inforce  her  feeling  of  floating 
alone,  not  given  the  same  survival  manual 
that  everyone  else  seemed  to  know  by 
heart.  Her  new  self  would  have  to  be 
expressed. 

"I  had  planned  on  spending  the  best 
part  of  the  evening  with  you,  but  I  have 
work  at  home  that  needs  doing."  She 
didn't,  she  couldn't  stifle  the  sigh. 

The  disappointment  in  her  voice  could 
have  been  orchestrated  so  he  chose  to 
ignore  it.  The  sigh  could  also  have  been 
part  of  the  show  but  he  wos  powerless 
face  to  face  with  the  short  burst  of  a 
sigh. 

As  she  was  washing  her  hands  he 
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gripped  her  shoulders  firmly  from 
behind.     "Sorry,  baby,  but  I  got  to  get 
this  done  tonight.    Why  don't  you  and 
Betty  meet  us  after  midnight  down  at 
Chico's  Palace?" 

,TI  don't  know."     She  thought  a  moment. 
"I  would  but  you  know  how  hard  it  is  to 
find  Betty  at  home."     She  then  ran  out 
of  gas  and  started  to  mumble  too  low  for 
him  to  hear,  an  underlying  maneuver,  no 
doubt. 

rtWhat?'"T 

:rNevermind." 

He  laced  up  his  boots  quickly  and 
threw  on  his  jacket. 

"Maybe  I'll  see  you  later." 

She  realized  she  was  brushing  her 
hair  just  before  she  said,    :tUhmm,   later." 
II 

The  row  of  houses  went  on  and  on 
intermittently  interrupted  by  the  red, 
green  and  yellow  bloom  of  street  lights 
that  help  to  assure  the  order  that 
governed  the  flow  of  life  in  and  out  of 
the  small  cell  in  the  body  of  the  city. 
Where  once  proud  elms  lined  the  streets, 
an  occasional  Sumac  or  Catalpa  now  stood, 
making  their  last  stand  against  the 
widening  asphalt  and  the  killing  fumes 
that  it  brought.     This  place  was  a 
comfortable  place  to  live. 

Margret  pulled  the  bright  red  Volvo 
into  the  well  lit  drive  and  ended  the 
roar  of  the  motor  with  the  turn  of  a 
key.     She  had  to  feet  the  muffler  fixed 
soon. 

"Hi,  Franc ine.  Where '.s  Grandma?" 

"She  ran  away  with  Uncle  Walt." 
Little  Francine  added  texture  to  her  lie 
with  defiant  eyes. 

"Does  that  mean  she's  in  the  basement 
doing  laundry  without  your  help  or  has 
she. ..oh,   hi,   mom." 

The  old  woman  was  truly  surprised. 
"Margret,  you're  back  early.  Is  any- 
thing wrong?'' 

"Not  really.''     She  felt  a  hot   flush 
start  at  her  neck  and  flower  crimson  on 
her  forehead.     Her  mother  could  do  this. 
No  matter  how  innocent  the  question, 
Margret Ts  mother  could  force  the  truth 
to  dance  neon  in  her  eyes.     Maggie 
hoped  her  mother  would  accept  an  obvious 
lie  and  leave  it   at  that. 

"My  clients  didn't  bother  to  show  up. 
Real  Estate  is   supposed  to  be  a  'bull 
market*    but  maybe  I  have  my  meanings 
mixed-up."     She  even  managed  a  smirk  of 
nonchalance . 

"You  are  starting  to  talk  like  a  man. 
If  that's  what  earning  your  own  money  is 
all  about,   I'll  stay  a  simple  housewife, 
thank  you." 

This  conversation  seemed  to  be  read 
from  a  terrible  script.  The  old  woman 
wasn't  always  that  wrinkled  and  small. 

con't. 


TEARS  NEVER  CRIED,    con»t 


come  from?     Why  did  she  talk  about  the 
same  damn  thing  all  the  time,   waving 
those  arms  with  the  liver  spots  crawling 
up  from  the  leather,   rough- rounded  hands, 
(crawling  to  God  knows  where,   maybe  they 
covered  her  entire  body.| 

"Mom,  I  have  a  headache,   could  we  talk 
about  this  later?"' 

"Sure,   sure.... but  you  know,  your 
father  and  I  won't  be  around  forever. 
Some  people  miss  their  parents  once 
they've  gone.     I  know  I  missed  mine,   but 
I  was  younger  and..." 

"Francine,   get  your  coat,  honey.     It's 
time  to  start  supper."     She  turned  and 
looked  straight   into  those  shrinking  blue 
crevice  encircled  eyes  and  said,   "I 
really  appreciate  you  watching  Eran, 
Mom.     We'll  see  you  on  Sunday  for  Dad's 
birthday,   maybe  we  can  talk  then.     Let's 
go,  Franc ine." 

Ill 

He  came  through  the  door  looking 
nearly  the  same  as  when  he  left  this 
morning,   the  way  he  looked  every  morning. 
His  suit  still  looked  fresh  with  his 
tie  tightly  knotted  at  the  neck,   walking 
thinly  erect  and  carrying  the  tan  leather 
briefcase  his  wife  gave  him  Christmas 
last.     Tonight,    like  every  night,   the 
evening  addition  to  his  morning  ward- 
robe was  the  pallor  he  brought  heme  on 
his  face  from  the  city. 

The  smell  of  supper  crept  from  the 
kitchen  and  startled  him.     He  knew  she 
had  to  show  a  house  tonight  so  supper 
was  to  be  late.     Maybe  she  put  something 
in  the  oven. 

"Hiiiiiii,  Daddy,"  Franc ine  screamed 
in  a  straight   line   from  the  kitchen 
doorway  until  she  lept  into  his  arms  and 
gave  him  a  kingsize  child's  hug. 

He  kissed  her  cherub  cheeks,    (one 
kiss  each),   then  set  her  down  to  earth 
lightly.     They  smiled  at  one  another 
exchanging  nonverbal  vows  of  love 
forever,  vows  he  was  more  comfortable 
with.     Francine  followed  her  father  into 
the  kitchen  and  they  both  looked  at  the 
woman  pulling  the  head  of  lettuce  apart 
as  if  they  expected  an  explanation. 
None  came.  ***> 


"I  thought   you  were  busy  tonight." 

"I  was  but  my  clients  didn't   show." 
She  didn't  bother  to  look  at  him.      She 
knew  she  would  see  an  old  man  less  than 
thirty,  tired  and  dissipated.     He  had 
none  of  the  swagger  that  vibrated  from 
the  young  men  who  were  still  unaware  of 
the  ir  own  vincibility.     Not  the  teenager 
who  falsely  bragged  with  each  step,  but 
men  who  have  recently  discovered  the 
unlimited  power  of  their  gender  and  age. 

He  was  well  aware  of  his  mortality. 
He  seemed  to   smell  of  insignificance. 
He  was  living  only  because  he  breathed  and 
and  ate  and  excreted  and  planted  his  seed. 
She  wished  she  could  shake  him  by  the 
shoulders  hard  enough  to  awaken  him,   but 
she   lost  her  strength  as  each  day  passed. 
When  they  were   first  married  she  tried 
to  enlighten  him  to  the  joy  of  smoking 
grass.     He  didn't  object,   in  fact  he 
enjoyed  it.     Unfortunately  he  derived 
mostly  a  sedative  effect  from  it,   so 
much  so  he  would  be  asleep  within  thirty 
minutes  of  inhaling  the  smoke. 

Tradition  meant  a  lot  to  Francine' s 
father.     It  was  because  of  tradition  that 
the  only  comfortable  refuge  for  him  was 
drink.     When  sufficiently  drunk  he  was 
sullen,   introspective,   and  totally 
inoffensive. 

"What's  for  dinner?"    As  fast  as  the 
question  was  out  of  his  mouth  the  oily 
taste  of  a  vodka  martini  filled  in  the 
empty  spot. 

"Your  favorite;   lamb  chops  with  rice, 
spinach,   and  a  jello  salad  your  mother 
made . " 

After  dinner,  the  paper,  Francine 's 
bedtime,  and  the  mindless  blurb  of  TV, 
she  turned  to  him  trying  to  be  calm. 

"Roger,   Betty  and  I  are  going  bowling 
tonight.     I'm  going  to  help  her  get  ready 
for  a  tournament.     We'll  probably  have 
to  wait  until  the  leagues  are  over,   so  I 
may  be  late." 

He  heard  the  Volvo  start  up  with  a 
roar.     Maybe  he'll  put  a  new  muffler  on 
it  this  weekend.     Trails  of  her  sweet 
swirling  fragrance  ruminated  through  the 
hallway  and  into  Roger's  narrow  nostrils 
as  she  turned  the  corner  two  blocks  away. 


JUDY  BELFIELD 


The  lion  roars 

as  sunset  sky 

turns  crimson 

with  it' s  fire. 
Silent,   swaggering  beast 

emerges  from  his  sleep 

to  stalk  his  helpless  prey. 
As  each  noble  paw 

meets  earth, 

ripples  of  sinews 

flutter  in  his  thighs. 
Umber  corkscrews  tossing, 

soft  and  fuzzy 

against 


THE  LION  ROARS 

the  blazing  background, 

he  raises 

whiskered  face 

toward  heaven 

and  bares  the  tearing  teeth 

that  gleam 

in  fading 

saffron  ball-of-eight 

descending. 
Proud  creature  - 

raw,   untamed, 

exquisite,  - 
The  jungle  could  possess 
■24-         no  finer  king. 


KAEEH  KEEL 
HALF-LIFE  TAKES  A  HOLIDAY 


Soon 

I  must  return 

To  the  black  hole  where  I  was. 

The  Universe 

I  have  come  back  to 

Has  been  beautiful,   but 

Soon 

I  must  return 

And  be  subjected  to  anti-matter. 

Almost  madness 

As  I  circle  around 

The  edge  of  the  celestial  drainpipe. 

Reaching 

Slowly  and  cautiously 

For  the  singularity  deep  inside. 

Careful 

Not  to  fall  from 

The  edge  of  the  malestrom. 

And  be  turned 

Inside  out 

In  a  cosmic  exorcism, 

And  spewed 

Into  a  different 

Universe,    stretched  on  a  yo-yo  string.     Literality  of  thought  alone; 


And  some 

Do  not  even  see 

That  one  particle  is  torn  away. 

While 

The  other  piece 

Will  continue  down  into  the  hole. 

Sow 

I  realize 

That  I  know  I  would  not  be  the  same. 

As  I  was 

Before  I  came  home 

From  my  latest  event  horizon. 

And  I 

Had  lived  up 

To  my  expectations. 

For  now 

I  see  clearly  the 

Paradox  I've  always  felt  was  true: 

Things 

Are  mere  neutrinos 

Representative  of  tangibles 

Yet, 

Lacking  in  the 


Now 

I  ponder  on 

Why  I  shot  myself  off  into  space 


And  that 

Those  who  tell  me 

That  such  concepts  are  insanity 


The  way  Are  the  ones 

So  many  other  Lost  in  a  vacuum 

Insecure  souls  have  done  with  their  lives  Looking  for  firm  ground  within  a  hole, 

Seeking  And  yet 

A  smug  foothold  I  feel  for  them, 

And  to  barter  with  their  sight  and  ¥oice.  For  I've  sought  the  singularity. 

(con't  above.  ) 


NANCY  LOCICiART 

PRELUDE  TO  INTIMACY 

Beyond  your  dike 

Oceans  pull  out  in  polite,  cool  waves, 

Which  break  against  the  ten  foot  poles 

Of  a  separate  shore. 

How  often  I  am  tempted 

To  open  that  great 

Rusted  zipper. 
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3IE.  A.   LINGER 

AND  THEN  THERE  WAS  THE  SEA 

Lighthouse  overcoats  in  blue  waving  saltwater, 

Mudsand  bottom  with  seaweed, 

Yessels  semi -ballistic  floating  on  timeless  voyages, 

Deep  faults  in  low  floors, 

A  lot  of  teeth  ripping  fish  bodies, 

Scale  gills  of  gold  tails, 

Hammerheads  are  preying,  Hey I     Where's  the  shore? 

Up  going  crystally  bubbles, 

Schools  of  halibut  or  tuna  from  long  ago, 

Whitecaps  gently  or  wildly, 

Boneless  rising  and  falling  of  aimless  slime, 

Manta  cruising  sucking  intake  raicrobodies, 

Poison  lightning  anthropodic  antenna  claws, 

Pinching  biting  stick  immobile  units,    .'. 

©ctal  blackness  zooming  with  rapidity  avoiding  gullets, 

Endless  beginningful  cycle, 

Rules  of  sturdy  survival  firm  probability, 

Only  slight  chances  of  error, 

Include  all  except  non-aqueous  eaters  with  olfactoric  brains, 

Skim  of  forever  reruns. 

PAT  MOLBER 

THERE  IS  A  SECRET  PLACE 

There  is  a  secret  place 

deep  inside  my  mind 

hidden  from  the  probing  eyes 

of  those  who  would  manipulate  my  soul. 

In  this  cave-like  oubicle 

I  hide  my  faith 

in  the  ultimate  value  of  man 

as  a  species  of  survival 

and  elemental  human  kindness. 

Yes,  I  know  the  inhumanity  of  man 

and  the  cruel  indifference 

of  an  alienated  world. 

I  have  no  illusions 

blurring  the  eyes  of  my  realities. 

Yet  I  can  justify  my 

continued  existence 

in  a  hostile  world 

for  there  is  a  value  in  the  deeds 

of  one  decent  man 

that  nullifies  the  evil 

of  years  of  injustice, 

and  my  knowledge  that  men 

of  such  a  calibre  exist 

fortifies  the  faith 

I  hide  inside  my  mind, 

behind  the  facade 

of  cynicism  and  contempt 

I  project  as  my  shield 

against  the  jeers  of  those 

who  would  devastate  my  strength, 

if  they  could  but  breach  my  shield 

and  bare  my  fragile  soul. 
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HOLLY  TBEtfISM 


THE  MARKET  PL&CE 


She  did  it  every  Thursday  morning, 
unless  she  was  off  her  schedule.     That 
didn't  happen  very  often,  though,  "because 
her  schedule  was  important  -  it  kept 
her  sane.     It  had  been  eight  months 
since  Carol,   her  husband  and  two  boys 
had  moved  from  Pennsylvania  to  this 
average  sized  midwest  city,  but   she 
still  didn't  feel  settled.     Her  schedule 
kept  her  going.     It  balanced  her.     And 
today  was  Thursday,  her  day  to  go  to  the 
market . 

That  was  such  a  great  word  -  market. 
Her  mother  always  referred  to  the  i&P 
as  the  market,   giving  it  a  rather 
undeserved  dignity.     But  that  old  A&P 
was  just  a  regular  grocery  store,   as  was 
the  Eagle  she  went  to  now. 

On  the  whole,  it  was  a  fairly  decent 
store,   clean,  well  stocked,   and  the 
prices  weren't  too  bad.     But  there  was 
one  thing  about  Eagle  that  bothered  her. 
The  people  who  worked  there  were  rarely 
pleasant.     The  checkout  clerks  were  rude 
and  at  times,   just  plain  nasty,   shoving 
food  from  one  side  of  the  counter  to  the 
other,  at  which  point  a  very  angry 
pimply-faced  young  man  threw  them  into 
bags  and  grunted  when  you  said  thank  you. 
She  knew  they  all  couldn't  be  miserable 
people  by  nature.     Carol  thought  perhaps 
most  of  the  personnel  problems  stemmed 
from  the  manager,  a  rather  insipid 
looking  little  man  with  patent  leather 
hair.     His  pinched  face  was  the  first 
she  saw  as  she  walked  into  the  store, 
pulled  out  a  carriage  and  began  her 
shopping  with  the  juice  aisle.     She 
directed  a  pleasant   -'Good  Morning"  his 
way,  but  was  answered  with  a  mumble  as 
he  crouched  down  to  slash  open  a  case  of 
Sunkist  Prune  Juice  for  restocking  the 
shelf. 

"They  must  be   short   of  help,"  she 
thought,    "which  naturally  made  his  day." 
"Now  that  I  think  of  it,  though,  most 
of  the  store  clerks  I've  encountered 
since  moving  to  this  town  have  been 
nasty,"  she  thought  to  herself  as  she 
moved  across  to  condiments,   pickles,   and 
ketchup.     ".As  a  matter  of  fact,   most  of 
the  people  in  this  town  are  in  a 
perpetually  bad  mood,"  she  thought. 
The  Heartland  of  America  was  hiding  its 
bountiful  source  of  open  friendliness 
somewhere,  but  it  wasn't   in  this  store. 
She  was  sure  of  that. 

Other  people  were  beginning  to  come 
into  the  store,   where  the  aisles  were 
just  wide  enough  for  two  carriages,   one 
going  north  and  one  south.     When  it  was 
crowded  you  just  had  to  keep  moving  at 
the  rate  of  the  crowd.     If  you  were  in 
a  hurry,  you  couldn't  pass,   and  if  you 
wanted  to  take  your  time  to  compare 
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prices  or  ingredients,   you  were  likely 
to  hear  many  sighs,  tsks,    and  cleared 
throats  behind  you.     That's  why  she 
usually  came  Thursday  mornings.     It  was 
rarely  overcrowded. 

She  had  just  rounded  the  corner  and 
was  into  baked  beans,  pinto  beans,  kidney 
beans  and  soups  when  she  noticed  the  same 
old  woman  she  had  passed  in  the  previous 
two  aisles.     Carol  was  doing  the  normal 
north  to  south  route,  while  the  old  woman 
was  doing  the  opposite,  meeting  her  half 
way  each  time.     Carol  reached  for  two 
cans  of  alphabet  soup,  and  she  noticed 
the  woman  look  at  the  price  of  a  can  of 
Chicken  with  Stars,  put  it  back  on  the 
shelf,  and  get  a  package  of  chicken 
bouillon  cubes. 

"Poor  thing,"  thought  Carol,   "she's 
probably  on  a  fixed  income  and  has  to 
watch  every  penny.     Well,  maybe  when  she 
gets  to  meats  she'll  get  a  chicken  and 
use  the  bouillon  cubes  for  flavor. 

In  the  bread  aisle  Carol  loaded  up 
with  three  loaves  of  white,   one  whole 
wheat,  hot  dog  and  hamburger  rolls, 
garlic  bread,  English  muffins  and  grinder 
rolls  for  the  weekend.     The  old  woman, 
who  inspected  everything,  put  a  small 
package  of  cheese  flavored  bread  sticks 
in  her  carriage.     At  the  meat  counter, 
Carol  put  a  few  special  cuts  in  her  cart, 
including  a  steak  for  Saturday  night. 
The  old  uoman  rejected  a  chicken  and 
picked  up  a  small  package  of  giblets, 
and  neck  bones. 

"I'll  bet  she  lives  all  alone," 
thought  Carol,   "probably  in  a  one  room 
walk-up  with  a  hot  plate.     Or  maybe  she 
lives  in  housing  for  the  elderly,  has  a 
family  in  town,   but  they  ignore  her.     No, 
most  likely  she's  a  widow  (Carol  had 
checked  and  there  was  a  loose  wedding 
band  but   no  diamond.  )     Married  young, 
husband  worked  hard,   bought  a  small 
home,   and  died,   leaving  her  with  the 
house,   a  dog  and  a  cat." 

Those  two  cans  of  pet  food  in  her 
carriage  were  new  additions.     Carol  had 
been  so  busy  speculating  and  getting 
things  for  her  own  order  that  she  hadn't 
noticed. 

"Or  maybe,"  she  thought,    "maybe 
they're  for  her... How  horrible!" 

Carol  raced  through  produce  grabbing 
any  leafy  thing  she  could  find  and 
managed  to  make  it  to  the  checkout  line 
right  behind  the  old  woman.     The  only 
new  thing  in  the  woman's  cart  was  a 
package  of  reduced  soup  greens  -  a  dried 
up  carrot,   one  turnip,  a  potato  and  an 
onion  that  had  begun  to  grow.     The 
register  rang  up  the  old  woman's  order, 
and  the  haggard  looking  clerk  said, 
"That'll  be  $22.56,   dearie." 

con't. 


THE  MARKET  PLACE,    con't. 


The  old  woman  took  out   a  black  silk 
change  purse,    opened  the  gold  clasp,   and 
counted  out  twenty-two  single  dollar 
bills,    straightening  them  out   from  their 
rolled  up  state,   and  exactly  fifty-six 
cents  in  change.     The  purse  was  then 
shut  with  a  snap  and  returned  to  her 
pocket.     She  proceded  to  put  her  two 
bags  of  groceries  into  two  shopping  bags 
with  handles.     She  adjusted  her  black 
pillbox  hat  with  the  net  tucked  in  along 
the  rim,     buttoned  her  navy  blue  coat, 
and  started  for  the   door. 

"The  poor  soul  is  going  to  walk  home ,  " 
thought  Carol  es  she  unloaded  her 
groceries  onto  the   checkout  counter. 
"Imagine,    she  doesn't  even  have  someone 
to  take  her  to  market.  ' 

As  the  clerk  began  throwing  the 
groceries  in  the  direction  of  the  bag 
boy,  Carol  decided  she  would  offer  the 
woman  a  ride  home.     After  all,    it  was 
the  least  she  could   do.     Carol  walked 
away  from  the  counter  in  the  direction 
of  the  departing  old  woman. 

"Excuse  me,   ma'am  -  I  couldn't  help 
noticing  you  have  such  heavy  packages 
and  if  you  want,   I  would  be  more  than 
happy  to  drive  you  to  wherever  you  are 
going.  ' 

The  old  woman  stopped,   turned,   and 
looked  at  her  from  behind  thick 
bifocles. 

"I  mean,"  she  continued,  '  if  you  need 
a  ride  home,   I  would  be  happy  to  take 
you." 

The  old  woman  put   down  her  packages 
and  took  a  closer  look  at  Carol. 

'Thank  you  verrrry  much,    young  lady, 
but  I  am  perfectly  capable  of  getting 
myself  home!"     She  turned,   picked  up  her 
two  bags,   and  was  on  her  way. 

''I  didn't  mean  that  you  weren't," 
said  Carol,   going  after  her.     ;,I  just 
thought  with  this  cold  weather  and 

ice ' 

The  old  v.i oman  spun  around  and  said, 
"You  .just  thought.  ;     Pointing  a  finger 
at  Carol  she  hissed,    "You  thought  I 
didn't  notice.     But  I  saw  you  following 
me  around  the  store.     I  know  you  are 
from  one  of  those  agencies.     My  daughter 
sent  you  to  spy  on  mg .     You  are  here  to 
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catch  me  and  turn  me  in  because   she  wants 
to  sell  my  house:      ./ell,   let  me  tell  you, 
social  worker  lady.     I'm  not  senile  yet. 
I  can  still  get  where   I  want  to  go  and 
take  care   of  myself,    so  you  can  take  your 
job  and  your  social  agency  that  wants  tc 

put  me  away  and "     She  lowered  her 

hand,    turned,   picked  up  her  bags  and 
began  out  the  door. 

Carol  remained  rooted  to  the   spot. 
She  watched  the  old  woman  go  out  the 
automatic  door,   into  the  wind,   and  on  her 
way.     The  bag  boy  and  clerk  who  had 
stopped  working  during  the  woman's  tirade 
resumed  their  flinging  and  stuffing  as 
though  what  had  just  taken  place  was  a 
commercial  on  television.     Carol, 
embarrassed  and  upset,    slowly  turned  back 
to  the  counter.     The  clerk's  tongue 
shoved  her  wad  of  gum  into  a  ball  on  the 
left  side  of  her  mouth  and  pronaunced, 
,pl45.89,   Honey." 

Carol,   who  had  been  watching  the  old 
woman  cross  the  parking  lot,   turned  her 
head  slowly  towards  the  clerk  and  said, 
"I'm  sorry,  I  didn't  catch  that,  how  . 
much?" 

"One  hundred  forty  five  dollars  and 
eighty  nine  cents,  Lady,"  repeated  the 
clerk. 

Carol  was  sure  there  had  been  some 
mistake.  She  never  spent  over  ninety 
dollars  a  week,  and  that  was  when  she 
splurged. 

"Are  you  sure?     Could  you  have  made  a 
mistake?"  she  asked, 

"For  crying  out  loud,    lady,;  this  is 
run  by  a  computer,"  sighed  the  clerk  who 
held  out  her  red,   wrinkled  hand  waiting 
to  be  paid. 

"Well,   I'll  have  to  write  a  check," 
said  Oaro]  ,    looking  out  the  window  at  the 
old  woman  who  was  getting  smaller  and 
smaller. 

"You  have  a  card  with  us,   lady,  a 
number?  '  asked  the  clerk. 

"Eli,  no  -  see  I  usually  always  pay 
cash,  but  I  never  intended  to  buy  this 

much,    so "  said  Carol. 

rfT.7ell,   you  got  i-dentifieation?" 
snapped  the   clerk  who  by  this  time  had 
both  hands  on  the   counter  and  was  leaning 
towards  Carol. 

"ilell,   yes,  but  we  moved  here  not  too 
long  ago  and  my  license  is   from 
Pennsylvania... I  haven't  had  a  chance  to 
get  it  changed.     It's  still  good,"  said 
Carol. 

The  clerk  let  out  another  sigh,   rolled 
her  ejTes  in  the  direction  of  the  people 
behind  Carol  and  said,    "The  manager  will 
have  to  approve,  you  know!" 
The  clerk  bellowed,    ^£R.~l£ASNARSKYi 
CHECK!  ",    just  as  Carol  glanced  out  the 
window  to  see  the  old  woman  disappear 
behind  a  snow  bank  in  front   of  the  Ford 
dealer  who  advertised  the  Friendliest 
Deal  in  town. 


ft***; 


KELSON  RODRIGUEZ 

ANOTHER  MEMORY  CELL 

Distant,  dormant,  in  a  still,  obscure  room;  an  event,  once 
premiere,  is  now  a  rerun  played  a  thousand  times.  The  room, 
memory,  like  a  secretarial  hang-out,  is  arranged  neatly  and 
categorized  appropriately. 

KAREH  EIEL 

OH  A   BROKEN  BATHROOM  GLASS 

Lost  in  a  world  of  fragmentation, 

Caught  on  the  barbed  hook  of  conjecture, 

I  ramble  on,  point es sly,  unseeing  to  all 

But  my  own  dim  view  of  reality: 

Oh  yes,  oh  yes  my  dear,  it  is  true,  so  true 

.That  they  say  about  the  madman. 

And  then — catching  a  sudden,  frightening  glimpse 

Of  some  miniscule  bauble,  a  trifling  iridescent 

And  realizing  that — you  are  there  now 

(As  the  typhani  thunders  and  the  silent  cymbals  clash) 

With  your  vistas  as  wide— only  as  wide 

As — as — can  you  see  what  I  mean? 

Oh  no — oh  no,  I  fear  it  must  be  true,  too  true — 

About — what  they  say — about  the  madman. 

So  small — so  small  and  helpless-squeezed  from  the  pipette, 

Drawn  through  the  wringer,  shot  out  the  other  end 

Into  a  perfectly  molded  suppliant  of  sorrow 

Teaming  with  its  own  confined  little  ecosystem 

(Or,  so  it  shows,  under  scrutinized  microphotography, ) 

Because  I  blindingly  see  the  cages — 

Row  upon  row  of  voluntary  solitary  confinement — 

A  little  culture  in  a  petri  dish  is  all  it  takes 

And  invincibility  is  the  hydrogenated  assumption. 

Ah  yes,  of  course  it  is  here — in  me — and  you — 

What  they  say  about  the  madman. 

NELSON  RODRIGUEZ 

YUNKYARD  BLUES 

Red  neon  insolence  drips  wet  with  quilt,  as  earthly  life 
is  disregarded  and  sent  whirling  to  concur  a  world  still 
unknown. 

Flesh-thoughts  blend  twisted  into  lifeless,  deathless, 
agony  which  steams  displaced  unto  the  innocent.  Incessant 
evil  waves  its  banner  of  victory.  The  shadow  of  imprisonment 
saunters  over  its  opponent;  Guarded  well  by  the  hideous 
creature  of  fear,  the  media. 

The  preyed/pray  to  their  unresponding  diety.  Phenomenal 
hope  inspires  the  withering  to  withstand  the  burning  winds. 
Like  withering  trees,  the  hope  for  rain  stays  intact. 

The  sovereignty  of  malignancy,  smiles,  as  the  screams, 
the  cries,  the  fears,  the  agony,  ring  out  a  deafening  sound 
of  alarming  truth;  The  rain  has  not  come. 

Cramped  and  torn  open,  lay  gutless  vehicles,  once  transpoters 
of  energy;  Now  merely  abandoned  and  rusted  with  age. 
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HOLLY  TRE7ISAN 


BEHIHD  LOCKED  DOORS 


Man,   I  am  so~o-o-o  glad  today  is  over. 
I  mean,   all  that  fuss  in  school  about  a 
dumb  play.     I  was  so  sick  of  practicing, 
too.     And  Mrs.  Edwards  yelling 
"Chil-DREN,   behave  yourselves  -  this  .is 
dress  rehearsal,  you  know."     She  really 
expected  us  to  screw  up  this  afternoon. 
That's   'cause  this  morning  most  of  the 
kids  went  wild,   all  excited  about  putting 
the  play  on  for  the  parents.     Stafford 
Bayton  was  even  running  on  top  of  the 
desks  and  then  jumping,  yelling  "ir.i-ah." 
Well,   at  least  our  play  was  better  than 
the  other  second  grade.     Their' s  was 
really  dumb  -  about  flowers  and  trees  - 
girl  stuff.     Brian  Maloney  must  have 
died  singing  that  song.     At  least  ours 
was  about  something  decent  -  the  metric 
system.     I  mean,  the  grownups  are  going 
to  have  to  learn  that  stuff  one  of  these 
days.     Grownups  just  don't  like  to 
change.     Even  the  principal  liked  my  map 
and  display  about  kilometers... 

Lots  of  parents  weren't  there.     God, 
I  wish  Mrs.  Flynn  hadn't  tried  to  comb 
my  hair  in  front  of  everyone  before  we 
started  the  wagon  wheell"     Really.     How 
can  you  comb  your  hair  with  a  wagon 
wheel.     Then  she  tries  to  tuck  in  my 
shirt  I     Kripes  sake,  a  lady  tryin'   to 
tuck  in  my  shirt.     Gross. 

Wish  I'd  worn  my  winter  jacket  -  it 
got  cold  today  -  I'm  freezin'.      Oh, 
geez,  look  out  -  there's  the  old  crab, 
Mrs.   Scott.     Screams  her  stupid  head 
off  at  all  the  kids  in  the  neighborhood. 
One  of  these  days  I'm  really  going  to 
tell  her  off.     Go  right  up  to  the  door 
and  say  "Shut  up,  you  old  bagl;T     That'll 
teach  her.     Would  serve  her  right  ff  her 
kids  ran  away  from  home. 

What  a  great  puddle'.     And  all  those 
worms  on  the  sidewalk.     They  didn't 
think  it  would  get  cold  again,   either. 
If  the  sun  comes  out  tomorrow  they'll 
all  dry  up  and  get  crisp.     What  a  way  to 
go  -  freeze  and  crisp.     Wonder  how  many 
liters  of  water  in  that  puddle.     Yeah, 
our  play  was  really  better  than  the 
other  class.     But  I'm  glad  it's  over. 
Mrs.  Bonatello  really  made  a  fuss  about 
my  display  map.     Guess  it  wasn't  bad. 
Lots  of  work.     Who  cares  how  many  kilo- 
meters from  Chicago  to  New  York  anyway. 
Only  way  I'll  ever  get  to  New  York  is 
when  I  get  my  license.     Man,   I  can't  ■ 
wait  to  drive  and  get  a  car  -  got  to  be 
a  Trans  Am  -  black.     Maybe  I'll  be  a 
test  driver.     Big  headlines.     "Kid  Drops 
Out  of  School  to  Testdrive  Trans  Ams"  - 
get  famous,   rich,    just  drive  all  over, 
wherever  I  wanted... 


What's  that  dumb  Nancy  Green  doing  in 
my  driveway?     Turn  around  in  your  own 
driveway,   durany.     Man,   I  hate  that  girl. 
Alwa3rs  startin'    fights  and  running;  to 
her  mother.     "MO-0-0-M,   J.D.'s  starting 
a  fight."     Na-na,  what  a  whiner.     Ought 
to  call  her  The  Whiner  -  and  her  bratty 
little  brother,  Milton,  The  Kicker.     One 
of  these  days  I'm  going  to  kick  him  back. 

Jeez,   I  hope  ther's  a  twinkie  left, 
I'm  starting.     No  mail.     Wonder  when  that 
Superman  kite  is  going  to  get  here  that 
I  sent  away  for.     Cost  me  a  whole  dollar, 
they'd  better  not  lose  it.     Stupid  key  - 
just  when  I  have  to  go  to  the  bathroom 
the  dumb  key  gets  stuck  in  the  door, 
C'mon  you. ...gonna  wet  my  stupid  pants... 

Dear  D.J.  -  Have  hair  appointment 

after  work  at   5:00.     Dad  still  out 

of  town,  no  dinner  for  him.    Take 

some  hamburger  patties  out  of  the 

freezer  to  thaw.     Rolls  too.     Let 

the  dog  out. 

Mom. 
***** 


JANICE  LeFEVERS 

IN  YODR  ESTIMATION 

Is  it  "any  less  terrible" 

when  a  93-year  old  man  dies 

than  when  an  infant  dies? 

Or  does  it  take  93  infant  deaths 

to  equal  the  "terribleness"  of 

the  old  man's  death? 

Is  it  "any  less  terrible" 

when  a  rich  man  dies 

than  when  a  poor  man  dies? 

Or  does  it  take  10  poor  men  dying 

to  equal  the  "terribleness"  of 

the  one  rich  man's  death? 

The  biggest  question  of  all — 

"How  much  are  you  worth?" 
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MARY  MARTIE 
ANGMIE 

You  are  my  brother. 

You  who  smile  in  treachery 

and  throw  me  meatless  bones 
to  ease  my  gut  hunger  for  justice. 
You  who  place  an  arm  about  ray  shoulder  in  equality 
and  "oneness  of  all  humanity.'' 

while  slipping  a  glittering  blade  of  apartheid  into  my  side. 
You  who  pule  and  whine  that  under  the  skin 
we  are  all  the   same  before  God. 
and  then  go  to  your  smiling, 

organizer-of -benef it s-for-t he-less- fortunate  wife 
and  satiated  orthodonted,   little-leagued  children, 
while  I  head  for  the  ghetto 

and  my  wife,    still  smelling  of  the  antiseptic  she  uses 
to  scrub  your  sinks  and  your  toilets, 
and  my  beans-and-rice  fed,   crooked-teethed 
haras sed-by- junkies  kids. 
You  are  my  brother. 

The  ghetto  burns  and  you  shake  your  head 
and  cluck  your  tongue  and  settle  deeper 
into  your  overstuffed  chair 
in  your  tastefully  understated  living  room 
in  your  aluminum-sided  dream  house 
on  pretty-much-easy  street. 
I  walk  across  the  torn  linoleum 
to  step  on  cockroaches  that  crackle  underfoot 
with  sharp  pops  like  the  gunfire  I  hear 
almost  every  night, 

in  my  treeless,  airless,  over-occupied  project 
euphemistically  called 
a  planned,  multiple-living  complex 
full  of  nightmares 
and  unplanned  death. 
You  are  my  brother. 
You  hate  me 

because  you  fear  me. 
You  fear  me 

because  yau  feel  my  anger. 
You  feel  my  anger 

because  I  no  longer  fear  you. 
Open  your  eyes  and  look  at  me. 
I  am  no  longer  your  pickaninny  child 

living  off  plantation  largess. 
I  am  no  longer  your  "boy" 

running  your  errands  and  doing  the  labor  of  animals. 
I  am  no  longer  your  evening' s  entertainment 

dancing  and  singing  "them  gospels  and  blues.7' 
I  am  no  longer  invisible. 
I  am  your  brother. 

JUDY  BELFIELD 
THE  VAUET 

Why  do  you  carry  around 

all  those  valuable,  shiny  coins 
that  jangle  in  your  pockets? 

Aren't  you  afraid 

someone  will  snatch  them? 

Now,  I've  been  standing  here 
empty  for  so  long  - 

and  you  know  my  combination 
and  you  know  my  walls  are  safe. 

Isn't  it  just  plain  sense 
to  lock  your  pennies  away? 
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PAT  MDLBER 

REALITY  IS 

Reality  is 

dropping  the  eggs  in  the  garbage  and  the  shells  in  the  frying 
pan  and  knnuri rig  the  day  probably  won't   get  any  better. 

a  car  with  a  dead  battery,   both  doors  frozen  shut,   and  fifteen 
inches  of  unplowed  snow  in  the  street,   not  to  mention  the  driveway, 
and  hearing  an  announcement  on  the  radio  of  a  fifty  per-cent-off 
sale  at  your  favorite  shop. 

a  street  pock-marked  by  dribbling  green  plastic  bags  of  gooey 
garbage  oozeing  dead  bones  and  red  sauce  when  the  pickup  is  late 
and  the  dogs  early. 

400  "boat-people"  drowning  off  a  shore  that  turned  it's  tide  in 
cold  indifference  to  the  cries  of  children  drowning  in  man's 
follies. 

turning  on  the  evening  news  and  realizing  their   new  background 
music  has  a  disco  beat. 

the  terrifying  memory  of  choking  in  the  lung-lashing,  hot,   itchy 
summer  ozone  as  you.  read  that  your  Environmental  Protection  Agency 
is  raising  the  allowable  amount  of  yello-grey  death  colored 
pollution  "because  they  find  that  there  is  no  danger  to  humans  at 
the  higher  levels." 

realizing  that  the  oh-so-cute  account  of  Billy  Carter's  painfully 
gauche  behaviour  on  page  one  was  a  vicious  use  of  voyeurism  the 
powers-that-be  hoped  would  keep  our  eyes  off  the  real  news  printed 
on  page  ten,  bottom  half,   in  blurred  shadows  of  audacious  amorality. 

Reality  might  be 

all  the  rats  that  ever  ran  in  the  sewers  of  New  York  having  a 
picnic  on  the  White  house  lawn. 

all  the  wars  fought  in  the  name  of  Gods  who  didn't  see  fit  to  stop 
the   fighting  and  bleeding  because  they  wanted  to  see  how  it  ended 
after  the  commercial. 

or  all  the  babies  that  were  ever  born  unwanted  dying  en  masse  to 
protest  and  improve  their  common  condition. 

Reality  is 

the  nurse  who  tells  you  the  baby,    too  early,  will  only  live  an 
hour  or  two,  so  "you  might  as  well  go  on  home,   and  we'll  call  when 
he's  gone." 

telling  the  nurse  that  your  uncomfortable  death-reminding  elephant- 
sized  intrusion  on  her  natty  little  neat  ward  "will  wait,  thank 
you." 

watching  someone  you  love  lay  on  a  table  waiting  for  hopeless 
cobalt  treatments,   and  seeing  the  attendant  accidentally  drop 
part  of  the  gear  on  the  tumor  site,  exclaiming  ever  so  politely, 
"I'm  so  sorry." 

sitting  by  the  beached-whale  bloated  body  of  an  aunt,   near  neath, 
hooked  to  five  bottles  of  anonymous  fluid,  three  pulsating 
machines,   four  tubes  intruding  into  her  dignity,  paralyzed  by  a 
drug  that  allows  her  to  know  what  is  going  on  while  preventing  her 
from  having  a  vote  on  the  matter,   her  eyes  taped  shut  to  stop 
the  blood  from  oozeing   down  her  face,   and  knowing  that  if  I  pull 
the  plugs  at  least  three  tell-tale  alarms  will  resound  throughout 
the  hall. 

con't. 
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RSiLITY  IS,  con't. 

Reality  is 

realizing  that  death  brings  it's  awn  kindness,  a  peaee  that 

doesn't  depend  on  immortality  or  guilt  or  good  deeds;  a  peace 

that  provides  the  equality  and  seourity  of  the  dark,  cold  grave. 

new  life  on  trees  that  have  had  the  sense  to  Ttpass"  for  the 
winter,  rejoining  the  game  when  Spring  is  dealing  the  cards. 

having  all  the  bridges  in  your  mind  out  for  repairs,  and  THE 
poem  short-circuiting  through  your  head. 

a  typewriter  with  the  period  missing  and  the  letters  "I"  and 
"IT'  bent  out  of  shape  permanently. 

buying  a  ''fund-raising"  bar  of  chocolate  f>om  that  cute  little 
boy  who  smiled  30  sweetly,  and  suddenly  realizing  that  the  fund 
he  is  raising  is  his  own. 

watching  the  bey  giggle  as  he  confidently  skips  down  your  drive 
towards  the  next  mumbly-brained  mother,  mentally  hugging  the 
little  rascal  who  wrapped  hie  chocolata  in  a  laugh  that  was 
worth  far  more  than  the  dollar  paid. 

trying  the  next  morning,  and  getting  the  eggs  and  shells  in 
their  more  logieal  places. 

getting  up  every  morning,  knowing  that  the  day  has  as  much 
ehance  of  being  bad  as  it  does  good,  and,  being  cursed  with  the 
human  conditien  of  faith,  betting  it  will  ee  "heads"  today, 
while  knowing  the  odds  are  probably  stacked  in  the  othe? 
direction. 

Reality  is 

a  fuzzy  little  yellow  one-day~eld  chick  sleeping  in  a 
soup  bowl. 

mm  martin 
Eteiij 

Warm  mahogany  and  rose  china 

polished  by  fingers  of  afternoon  sun. 
She  invites  me  in 

for  a  steamy  pot  of  orange-spice  tea 

and  erunchy-sweet  sesame  cookies. 
I  never  stayed  long. 
Youthful,    impatient  te  be  up  and  away 

searching  for  the  joy 

I  thought   life  wouli  bring, 

enly  to  find,   much  toe  late, 
That   it  was  sprinkled  everywhere 

in  that  room  of  warm  mahogany 

and  voap  clnna. 
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NASCY  LOCKHART 


SOME  CAT  POEMS 


WHILE  SITTING  ON  THE  PARK  SWING 

While  sitting  on  the  park  swing 

Drying  my  hair  in  the  sun, 

I  watched  some  children  playing  hall, 

But  even  their  laughter  rising  above 

Clover  scented  breezes 

Hadn't  the  power  to  distract  me 

From  the  sad  remembrance 

Of  a  dead  cat  I  had  passed 

Along  the  way. 


TWO'S  SNOOZE 

We  sleep  deep 

On  the  livingroom  couch. 

Me,   resting  on  a  worn-out 

Lump  of  corduroy. 

She,  nesting  in  the  corner 

Of  my  collapsed  lap; 

Warm,   plump,   nap-breathing 

A  duet  to  television  lullabies, 

Waking  just  in  time 

To  go  to  bed.. . 

The  cat  and  I. 


A  TUESDAY  IB  NOVEMBER 

"Would  you  be  my  old  grey  cat? 

There's  no  one  to  hold  since  she  died. 

I've  a  small  tidy  house,  but  a  monsterous  echo  inside, 

The  nights  are  cold.     I*m  getting  old. 

I'm  trading  in  my  pride. 

Won't  you  be  my  old  grey  cat?" 

And  with  that  the  old  woman  sighed. 

"No,  I  guess  it'll  never  do. 

I'm  too  busy."     (She  knew  she  lied.) 

At  quarter  past  two 

She  left  the  zoo, 

Got  on  the  bus 

And  cried. 

PAT  MULDER 

POLLY* S  SECRET  REALITY 


Opening  the  freezer  door,  Polly 
noticed  the  accumulated  ice  that  needed 
to  be  removed.  How  long  has  it  been  so 
full  of  ice,  she  wondered,  and  counted 
six  cups  of  frozen  rasberry  yogurt  she 
didn't  remember  buying.  She  fingered 
the  handle  of  the  door,  noticing  the 
smudged  fingerprints  and  the  slight 
scratch  on  one  edge.  Staring  at  the 
yogurt,  she  felt  a  chill  sweep  through 
her  body.  It  seemed  as  if  she  had 
never  seen  the  freezer  before. 

"That's  odd,"  she  said  to  the  room, 
"I  wonder  when  I  bought  that  yogurt?" 

She  closed  the  freezer  and  looked 
around  the  kitchen.  All  the  typical 
kitchen-type  debris  was  there  -  the  half 
full  jar  of  extra  crunchy  peanut  butter, 
a  jar  of  sugar,  an  empty  coffee  cup, 
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and  a  buttercup-coloured  ceramic 
container  full  of  mis-matched  silverware. 
There  were  a  few  dirty  dishes  on  the 
cluttered  counter,  and  an  empty  clear 
glass  cookie  jar  that  obviously  needed 
to  be  washed. 

Polly  sat  down  at  the  table  and 
covered  her  eyes,   trying  to  remember 
why  she  was  in  the  now  uncomfortable 
kitchen  she  knew  so  well  just  an  hour 
ago.  The  jangle  of  the  phone  on  the  wall 
startled  her  memory,  and  she  felt 
suddenly  at  ease. 

"Oh,  hi,  Josie,"  she  said,  ©winging 
the  overextended  twisted  phone  cord 
around  her  shoulder  as  she  stood  up. 
The  kitchen  was  once  more  familiar  to 
her,  and  she  was  relieved..  "No,  I'm 
o.k. ,  just  tired.  Yes,  I  remember  -  we 

con't. 


POLLY'S  SECRET  REALITY,   con't. 


have  to  go  to  the  store  today.     Can  you 
come  by  around  eleven?     I  have  to  go  to 
town  on  some  errands,   and  I   should  he 
back  by  then.     If  I'm  not  back  yet,    just 
go  inside  and  wait,   o.k.     See  you  later." 

Hanging  up  the  phone,  Polly  found  a 
used  envelope  and  a  stubby  piece  of 
pencil  no  one  else  wanted,   and  sat  down 
to  plan  the  errands  she  had  to  do  before 
Josie  arrived.     She  couldn't  think  of 
what  it  was  she  had  to  do,   and  she  sat 
watching  the  dripping  faucet,  thinking 
of  her  life.     She  was  only  42,  yet  she 
felt  at  least  90  today.     Gosh,    she 
thought,   I  recall  when  I  didn't  need  a 
list  to  do  errands  -  I  could  remember 
easily.     A  few  tears  fuzzed  her  weary 
eyes, 


her  eyes  and  tried  to  remember  the 
sequence.     God,   sometimes  she  wished  she 
could  just   disappear  into  thin  air.     She 
chuckled  a  little  at  that  idea. 

"I  couldn't  do  that  -  I'm  so  heavy  I'd 
fall  back  down  through  thin  air.     Come  on, 
Polly  -  let's  go.     Get  with  it." 

Self-chastened,   she  put  the  key  in  the 
car,   started  the  motor,   and  backed  out  the 
drive.     Half  way  down  the  street,   she 
panicked. 

"Was  the  oven  off?     Damn!     Why  do  I  do 
this?     I  must  be  a  little  bit  crazy." 

Polly  circled  the  block  and  turned  the 
bar  off.     Why,    she  thought  -  why  won't  the 
car  stay  on  without   a  key.     Now  I  have  to 
turn  it  on     again.     She  went  into  the 
house,    and  found  the  oven  off,   as  usual. 


'Sure,  but  I  didn't  have  so  much  to  do  Hating  herself,    she  started  off  to  town 


then,"  she  explained  firmly  to  the 
faucet.      "It  was  easier." 

You  know  darn  well  you  were  busier 
then,   she  thought.     You  can't  handle 
anything  these  days.     She  felt  irritated 
at  her  constant  excuses. 

"Let's  see,   now.     Where  will  I  go 
first,"  she  said,  turning  her  attention 
back  to  the  envelppe. 

Polly  made  a  list  -  the  bank,  then 
the  electric  bill,  which  was  several 
days  overdue. 

"I  sure  forgot  that  one.     Boy,   one  day  she  carefully  followed  the  comforting 
I'll  turn  on  a  light  and  find  the  road  into  her  driveway. 

electricity  turned  off.     That  will  teach  Turning  off  the  key,   she  sat  and 

me  to  remember',"  stared  vacantly  at  the  yard,  the  trees, 

She  chuckled  a  little,   and  added  tape,  the  door.     Is  this  my  house  -  my  life, 
screws  for  the  broken  cabinet  door,  milk,  she  wondered.     Is  all  this  real,   or  is  it 
gas,   air  in  the  leaking  tire,   a  news-  a  dream.     Should  I  go  in?     What  if  I 

paper,  and  Teddy's  package  that  had  to  be  don't  live  here.     Polly  leaned  over  the 
mailed  today.     Then  she  would  do  the  steering  wheel  and  cried  a  little.     Then 

laundry  and  stop  at  the  library.     The  she  went   off  into  a  half-unconscious 

books  were  overdue  as  usual,   especially      daze.     When  Josie  arrived  at  eleven, 


again. 

By  the  time  she  got  to  "library"  en 
her  list,  she  realized  she  had  left  the 
books  home  on  the  table.  Feeling  very 
tired  and  depressed,  she  headed  back  home. 
Suddenly,  the  road  seemed  totally 
unfamiliar.  Where  am  I,  she  wondered  -I 
feel  so  strange.  She  slowed  down, 
searching  for  some  familiar  house  or  sign 
to  help  her  remember  her  way.  Then, 
unsure,  she  decided  to  turn  left  at  the 
crossroad.  This  jogged  her  memory,  and 


Teddy's. 

"No  -  I'll  do  the  laundry  first  -no- 
the  bank-  oh,  heck,  I'll  wash  clothes 
later  on  today." 

She  gathered  up  the  bills  and  package 
and  stuffed  them  in  her  already  over- 
loaded purse,  grumbling. to  herself. 

"Certainly  not  full  of  money,  is  it. 
Look  at  this  mess.  There  must  be  at 
least  fifty  empty  gum  wrappers  and 
wrinkled  kleenex  in  here." 

Eyeing  the  switch  on  the  coffeepot 
and  the  stove  burners,  she  mentally 
checked  them  off  in  her  head,  then 
listened  to  make  sure  the  toilets 
weren't  running.  Then  she  made  sure 
Teddy's  bedroom  door  was  shut  with  the 
three  cats  outside  the  room  and  the 
hamsters  inside.  Satisfied,  Polly 
double-checked  the  door  and  got  in  her 
car. 


Polly  was  still  in  the  same  position. 
Josie  led  her  into  the  house  and  sat  her 
back  on  a  pillow  on  the  couch.  Polly 
looked  around  slowly,  then  noticed  Josie. 

"Josie,  when  did  you  get  here?  I  must 
have  dozed  off.  I  get  worse  and  worse, 
don't  I?  Lazy  -  boy,  I  take  the  prize." 

Josie  laughed  a  little,  very  carefully, 
and  reached  for  Polly's  hand. 

"Come  on,  Polly,"  she  said.   "Lets  go 
to  the  store.  The  exercise  will  do  you 
good." 


Polly  was  busy  in  the  kitchen  when  her 
husband  came  home  from  work.  She  was 
humming  happily  to  herself  as  she  fixed 
what  would  be  a  special  casserole  the 
family  always  enjoyed.  The  coffeepot  was 
on,  and  the  salad  was  ready  on  the  table. 
Her  husband  looked  at  the  busy  kitchen, 
Suddenly  confused  again,  she  couldn't  and  then  at  Polly,  a  little  surprised, 
remember  what  to  do  first  to  start  the      "Boy,  you  certainly  are  in  a  good  mood, 
car.  Leaning  over  the  wheel,  she   closed  When  I  left  this  morning,  you  seemed  to 

con't. 
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POLLY'S  SECRET  REALITY,   con't. 

be  so  tired  and  sad,  I  didn't  expect  "Hello,   doctor.     I'm  sorry  to  bother 

this.     What  put  you  in  such  a  good  mood?  you  at  suppertime.     Yes,   she  says  her 

Did  you  have  a  nice  day?"  sister  was  over  today.     You  know,   it's 

"I   sure  did,"  Polly  answered,   smiling  been  about  six  months  since  her  sister 

to  herself  a  little.     "Well,   I'll  admit  died#     j  thought  Polly  was  doing  better. 

I  was  a  little  down  this  morning,  but  Itts  been  tw0  morrfchs  since  she  last  did 

everything  is  fine  now.     Josie  came  over  tMs Yes,  I  checked  her  gas  gauge, 

and  we  went  shopping  and  had  a  little  and  she  couldn't  have  gone  any  farther 

luneh.     I  really  enjoyed  her  visit.     Of  than  town  and  back Yes>    sbe  seeras 

course,  I  didn't  buy  anything,   but  I  saw  fine  now.     0Jc#  %   vll  bring  her  in  t0 

lots  of  interesting  things  I  might  your  office  in  the  morning.     Perhaps  if 

consider  later."     She  smiled  brightly  at  you  tall,  to  her  again>   sbe'll  come  out  of 

her  husband,  of  it.     Thanks,  doctor.     Good  night." 

A  sudden  shadow  crossed  over  her  In  the  kitchen,  Polly  sang  some  vague 

husband's  face,  and  he  quickly  recovered.  words  t0  g0  wlth  ber  happy  song#     she 

Hanging  up  his  jacket,  he  patted  her  glanced  affectionately  at  the  closed 

shoulder  and  hugged  her  a  little.  bedroom  door,  and  chuckled  a  little. 

"Supper  looks  good.     I  forgot  to  lock  nffifeet  does  he  ^^  about  it,"  she 

my  truck.     I'll  *e  right  back  in  to  said>   laughing  as  she  set  out  the  cups 

change  my  clothes.     Then  we  can  eat,-  f0r  coffee, 
o.k.?"  ***** 

He  hurried  outside  for  a  moment,  then  <.-. 

quickly  same  back  in  and  went  into  their 
bedroom,   closing  the  door  behind  him. 
He  hurried  to  the  phone. 


....    IELSON  RODRIGUEZ 

1  FATAL  ACCIDENT 

2  coffee  cups  stand  cold,   and  unwashed.     The  sleepy 
hands  that  held  the  cups  before  work,  won't  be  home. 


MARY  MAKOT 

IN  HIS  BIAGE 

The  world  we  live  in  is  frenzied  and  mad 

Where  good  is  ridiculed  by  bad 

Where  babies  starve  while  politicians  lie 

And  old  men  suffer  while  young  men  die. 

Redwoods  fall  beneath  pollution's  breath. 

Harrisburg  oozes  invisible  death. 

White  hates  yellow  and  black  hates  white. 

And  Reason  keeps  loosing  her  lonely  fight. 

The  only  way  out  is  to  go  mad  or  die, 

While  God  plays  Catch-22  in  the  sky. 


JANICE  LeFEVERS 

THE  UNSUNG  .WARS 

Cigarette  burns  on  a  child's  back, 
"black  eyes"  on  a  mother's  swollen  face, 
A  bloated  dog  hanging  from  a  tree  branch, 
A  mangled  car  smashed  against  a  guard  rail, 
A  policeman  bleeding  from  the  stomach, 
A  dead  gang  member  floating  in  the  river, 
A  14-year  old  "hoodlum"  stabbed  in  the  back, 
Would  there  be  more  or  less  of  this  , 
if  there  were  no  Wars? 
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KANCY  LOCKHART 

VINEGAR  WATER 

You  wipe  away  a  winter's  worth 

Of  weather  from  windows 

With  water  and  some  vinegar 

In  time 

To  ONLY  THE  GOOD  DIE  YOUNG. 

Outside  a  confident  robin  rests 

On  a  budded  limb  waiting 

For  tightly  coiled  Spring  (to  burst). 

He's  rehearsed  his  song  a  dozen  times 

With  Billy  Joel, 

Yet  never  needs  no  rhymes. 

But  you,  you  need  another  lyric, 

Some  newer  verse 

To  spell  away  the  awful 

April  afternoon. 

As  the  Easter  Messiah 

Lies 

In  state  among 

Good  Friday  clouds, 

You  rub  at  tedious  finger  prints 

(Is  there  a  finger  prince?) 

With  vinegar  water  - 

The  crucifixion  cocktail 

Served  in  a  pail  with  a  twist 

Of  sponge. 

You  need  a  ressurrection, 

But  bathing  your  reflection 

Doesn't  roll  any  stones... 

Jesus,  couldn't  you  just  die? 


PAT  MULDER 
02SE  MOHHIMG  IN  PEMSYLYANIA 

Ra, 

the  great  sun  god, 

lumbers  out  of  the  dark  dawn 

like  a  fire-.spewing  dragon, 

mounting  the  sky 

to  aosert  his  dominance 

over  our  crippled  sphere. 

His  hot  breath  curls 

the  edges  of  our  mortal  follies, 

Surveying  our  sorry  situation, 

he  casts  a  contemptuous  spell 

on  the  mongrel  child  he  sired: 

Fools!  Jesters I 

BIoxt  yourselves  into  eternity. 

Do  you  think  X  need  you? 

There  are  many  worlds 

in  my  vast  kingdom. 

I  can  spare  one  globe 

where  war  and  starvation  abound. 

Look  at  your  world! 

It  glows.  The  radiation 

lights  the  moon's  domain 

like  a  firefly  gone  mad. 

You  foul  your  earthly  nest, 

all  the  while  leaning 

on  your  immortality. 

Fools! 
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MAKY"  MARTIN 

OLD  TESTAMENT  REWRITE 

"Thou  shalt  not  kill,"  the  doctor  said, 

"I  took  a  solemn  vow. 

But  she  doesn't  want  this  baby 

And  it's  her  decision  now. 

So  let's  just  get  this  over. 

I've  got  a  lot  to  do, 

And  in  this  overcrowded  world 

What's  a  child  or  two?" 

"Thou  shalt  not  kill,"  the  warden  said, 

"I  know  this  to  be  true, 

But  this  man  is  an  animal, 

He's  not  like  me  or  you. 

He  has  no  regard  for  human  life. 

We'll  watch  him  jump  and  twitch. 

He's  scum  upon  the  very  earth, 

Mow  go  and  pull  the  switch." 

"Thou  shalt  not  kill,"  the  general  said, 

"I  know  this  is  a  rule, 

But  they  are  yellow  heathen, 

And  our  God  they  ridicule. 

So  it's  OK  to  kill   'em. 

They're  not  god-fearin'  men. 

They're  vermin  on  this  planet 

So  blast  'em  all  again." 

Then  lightening  tore  the  blackened  sky. 
The  heavens  shook  and  roared. 
"THOU  SHALT  NOT  KILL"'  -  the  final  th-!T>g 
The  dying  planet  heard. 

JUDY  HEUTIELD 

I  AM  THE  ONIOK 

Translucent , 

crackling  irsoat   ol  project  ion 
crumbling  - 
Pungent  bouquet  let   loose 

to  ravage  unsuspecting  orbs  - 

stinging 

as  it  pulls  tears  from  tiny  inlets 

which   etch  their   saline  rivulets 

in  flesh 

and  travel  downward 

toward  disregarded  destinations. 
Acrid  core 

of  naked  fruit  - 

sliced,    chopped  - 
hacked  into  miniscule  particles 
unrecognized  for  what  they  are  - 
by  sight,  at  least. 
Lingering  smell 

of  dismembered  membrane  - 

suspended  in  stubborn,    floating  frames 

of  melded  molecules 

refusing  to  fragment, 

phase  out , 

diffuse, 

dissolve, 

die. 
Juices  dripping, 
mangled  pulp 
transforms  itself  - 

maybe  - 
into  aromatic  allure, 

but  ov\\y  a-Her  aeofc*  ng« 


JUDY  BELFIELB 

I'M  WEARING  MYSELF  INSIDE- OUT 

I'm  wearing  myself  inside-out  these  days  - 

my  soul  denuded  of  its  breastplate. 
I'm  a  page  of  thin  gold-leaf 
about  to  crumble 
from  a  breath 
or  a  finger's  touch  ... 
My  spun-sugar  flesh 

is  electric  with  feeling  - 
charged  to  its  limit. 
Your  shirt-sleeve  brushed  my  arm 
this  afternoon 

and  ray  secret  parts  stiffened 
in  an  eager  salute. 
You  stood  six  feet  away 
but  I  could  feel 
your  body's  heat 
wafting  'cross  the  room 

in  waves 
of  bathing  warmth. 
Your  voice  trembled 
through  the  air 

and  nestled  in  my  ear. 
I  was  afraid  to  speak  - 

feared  the  words  that  might  tumble  forth 
in  that  unguarded  moment  - 
so  I  stood  mute 
yet  anxious. 
I  thought,   perhaps, 
you  might  say  them; 

you  might  perceive  my  mind's  direction. 
My  heart  begged 
unashamed 
for  your  attention. 
Bat, 

my  Herculean  fantasy... 

you  didn't  hear. 


MANCY  I.OCKHART 
A  SONG  WITHOUT  A  TUME 


Flat  cats  and  dead  tires 

We  pass  along  the  way 

To  Serendip. 

We  are  hip  to  the  signs... ridin'   them  lines. 

Maps  are  marked  and  measured; 

We've  waited  long  and  treasured 

The  day  this  journey'd  come... Hum. 

Goodbye  to  our  attorney, 

Landlord,   thievin'    butcher. 

Tell  you  where  to  put  your  friggin'  bills. 

Everything's  in  gear  for  gettin'   out  of  here, 

Singing  as  we  drive  to  Serendip. 

Movin'   till  there  just  ain't  no  more  gas, 

Bet  your  ass. 

This  baby... she's  no  Corvette, 

But  she's  takin'  us  far  from  Joliet. 

No,  we  won't  be  coming  back  to  Joliet. 
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JUDY  BELFIELD 
I  PREPARED  A  LAVISH  FEASf 

I  prepared  a  lavish  feast 

for  you  today. 
Bacchus  himself  sat  on  my  shoulder 

and  supervised. 
My  hands  quivered  with  electricity 

as  the  moment  of  our  rendezvous  approached  . . . 

.    but  you  didn't  come. 
The  adulterous  lust 

drained  from  my  infidel  heart 
and  left  it  slack 

even  though 
buckshot   sprays   of  hopeless  desire 
riddled  its  flaccidity: 
You'd  still  show  - 
but  late  - 
but  no, 

you  didn't. 
I  abandoned  the   festive  table, 
leaving  it  laden,  untouched, 
hot  meat  cooling, 
dessert  drooping, 
wine  going  flat, 

and  I   lay  down 

and  tried  to  blot  you  from  my  mind 
with  sleep. 
But  your  image 
and  your  voice 
and  your  natural    fragrance 
crowded  'round  me 
refusing  to  depart, 
And  the  harder  I  tried 

to  push  them  away 
the  more  steadfast  they  became. 
So  you  see  . . . 

you  can't  escape  me. 
Even  though  you  weren't  there  - 

you  were. 
Even  though  you  didn't  know  - 

I  had  you  for  that  hour. 


11.   A.  DINGER 


THE  SEVER  YEAR  VEGETABLE  WAR 


The  beat  was  the  leader, 
And  first  in  command. 
Determined  to  rule, 
the  Earth  and  its  land. 


They  are  just  plants, 
They're  winds  have  no  doubt. 
They're  after  us  humans, 
We'd  better  watch  out. 


The  Carrots  were  ordered, 
to  threw  the  grenades. 
The  Potatoes  dig  trenches, 
'cause  they  have  the  spades, 


They  came  out  of  the  fields, 
and  out   of  the  ground. 
They  came  by  the  billions, 
and  us  did  surround. 


The  Cabbage  can  think,., 
'cause  he  has  a  head. 
Ha  ha.     Ko  don't  laugh, 
or  ?/eTll  find  ourselves  dead. 


Yes,   I  said  by  the  billions, 

I  know  not  from  where. 

We  sighted  them  here, 

and  we  sighted  them  there. 


The  Cucumbers  help, 
they  know  how  to  fight. 
They'll  leave  very  soon. 
What  time?     In  the  night. 


We  shot  many  once, 
and  shot   some  again. 
They  don't  have  a  heart, 
so  where  do  you  aim? 


con't  above. 
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con't. 


THE  SEVEN  YEAR  VEGETABLE  WM<   con't. 


What  could  we  do, 
but  turn  round  and  run? 
We  saw  that  each  vegetable, 
careied  a  gun. 

The  war  ended  being, 

seven  years  long. 

We  put  up  a  fight; 

but  they  were  too  strong. 

We  fled  down  below, 
and  in  tunnels  did  hide. 
Those  on  the  surface, 
I  know  that  they  died. 

con't.  above. 


We  built  a  rocket. 
We  left  that  death  place. 
We  wished  we  could  save, 
the  whole  human  race. 

Those  who  are  here, 
are  glad  that  they  fled. 
The  ones  that  remained, 
by  now  are  all  dead. 

I  hear  you  kids  chuckle, 
and  laugh  at  these  things, 
but  I  still  remember, 
when  Cabbages  were  Kings. 


MARK  SARTORI 


IB  LIKE  FREE 

This  verse  so  free  is  elusive  to  my  rhyme. 

He  makes  sense  at  best  only  a  quarter  of  the  time. 

Let  me  describe  his  brightest  attributes: 

He's  a  smart  and  educated  will   'o  the  wisp. 

lie's  an  off-beat,   off-rhyme,   off -time  clime 

Of  mild  duration. 
He's  in  a  whisper,   in  an  easy  week,    in  a  windy  Willy -Willy, 

He ' s  Free  1 
He's  custom  yet  strange;     contrary  yet  believable. 
He's  the  tail  of  a  two-headed  coin. 

He's  a  playmate  for  ray  pen  and  a  nuisance  for  my  reason  - 
Oh  Heaven  knows  I  can't  control  him  - 

He's  Free! 
Pie's  unbottled,  uncorked,  uncocked  -  let  Free! 
This  verse  so  Free  kind  of  upsets  me. 
For  He's  the  type  not  to  type. 
He's  the  freedom  of  a  neurotic  pen. 
He's  hazy,    lazy,  powerful  and  crazy! 
He   is  a  swift  and  agile  adroitness. 
(He's  a  tongue-twister  too) 
He's  the  wind  in  Willy  Shoemaker's  face, 
In  fact  the  winner  of  every  race. 
This  verse  so  Free  kind  of  upsets  me. 
For  I  always  relied  on  poetry  and  hamwuy   bo  keep  mc  in  lino... 

Mow  they're  let  Free! 
Well  such  is  life... The  good  with  the  bad,  the  caLm  with  the  storm. 

Such  is  life. 
This  verse  so  Free  kind  of  upsets  me. 

NJNCY  LOCKHART 

WITH  APPRECIATION  TO  ENGLISH  TEACHERS 

Lumps  of  words 

Pimpled  with  punctuation, 

Sit  on  their  pages  like  ladies 

With  crossed  legs,    and... 

Nothing  happens 

Until  the  attack 

By  th«  red  pencil  spermatazoa. 
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MART  MBTIN 

AS  YOU  LIKE  IT 

The  old  saying,   "one  man's  meat  is  another  man's  poison" 
is  especially  applicable  to  the  world  of  gastronomy.     What  may 
be  considered  a  culinary  delight  by  some  is  considered  an 
intestinal  disaster  by  others. 

Hog  jowls,  chitterlings,   grits,   and  red-eyed  gravy  is  a 
good,  hearty  meal  to  many  Southerners  who  find,:  much  to  their 
disappointment,   that  once  they've  crossed  the  Mason-Dixon  line, 
this  "delightful  fare  is  not  available. 

Gyros,   ground,    formed  meat  drenched  in  garlic  and  served 
on  bland,  white,  tortilla-like  bread  was  once  found  only  in  the 
Greek  neighborhoods  of  large  cities.     A  particular  favorite  of 
many  Poles  is  duck-blood  soup,  and  the  best  cooks  use  only  warm 
blood  from  a  freshly  killed  duck.     Chinese  delights,  heavily 
laced  with  mon-sodium  glutamate,   are  appreciated  by  many,  even 
though  the  chemical,   in  large  amounts,  has  a  deleterious  effect 
on  almost  everyone.     Chinese  style  food  is  always  served  in. 
bite-sized  pieces,  because  the  Orientals  believe  that  to  have 
a  knife  on  the  table  and  to  actually  saw  meat  up  with  it  is 
the  height  of  poor  table  manners.     Soy  sauce  and  hot  mustard 
are  applied  liberally  to  all  main  dishes. 

Mexican  food  is  also  highly  seasoned,   and  it   is  considered 
a  successful  dish  if  the  "gringos"  have  to  drink  water  after 
every  mouthful  to  put  out  the  fire  which  extends  from  the 
tongue  to  the  pit  of  the  stomach.     Many  people  can  only  tolerate 
these  spicy  foods  if  they  have  Peptal-Bismal  for  dessert. 

Many  people  delight  in  the  foods  found  only  in  health 
food  stores,  while  others  feel  that  these  products  are  strictly 
for  hippies  and  Hindu  holy  men.     Wheat  germ,   goat's  milk,  bean 
sprouts,  herb  teas,   dried  figs,   and  soybean  products  are  only 
a  few  of  the  unusual  choices. 

Perhaps  one  of  the  most  unusual  delicacies,   and  one  of 
the  "fethnic"  foods  that  will  probably  have  a  very  hard  time 
catching  the  general  public's  fancy,    is  that  food  eagerly 
sought  out  by  the  natives  of  the  world's  rain  forests.     They 
carefully  search  for  a  special  plant  with  a  mint-like  flavor. 
The  plant  is  not  the  food  however.     The  real  treat  is  the  mass 
of  white  grubs  that  feed  on  the  roots.     Plump,  white,   and 
very  large,  they  are  eaten  raw  with  great  gusto  -  a  real 
challenge  to  those  who  say  they'll  try  anything  once. 

FRIENDSHIP  -         JUDI  BENCO 


You  stood  alone  in  a  roaring  sea 
of  plastic  faces  watching  me. 

With  molded  smiles  and  laughs  of  clay 
while  they  their  silly  games  did  play 


Each  burning  word  did  touch  my  heart 
you  seemed  to  tear  my  soul  apart. 

I  yearned  to  hear  you  tell  me  more 
and  tho  to  me  your  mind  did  pour 


You  stood  alone. 


You  stood  alone. 


I  caught  your  eye  and  heard  you  speak 
so  different  were  your  words  to  me 

so  warm  and  free  you  gentle  smile 
You  took  me  in  yet  all  the  while 


Then  like  a  shooting  star  at  night 
so  brilliant  with  its  moment's  light 

I  saw  the  reason  we  should  live 
to  not  just  take  but  try  to  give 


You  stood  alone. 


Yet  stand  alone. 


"To  be  a  light  for  all  to  see 
so  they  might  shine  eternally 

To  give  of  yourself  to  someone  who 
may  give  of  himself  to  someone  new 


Your  light  had  shown  me  other  things 
that  I  could  fly  had  I  just  wings 

And  giving  of  yourself  to  me 

my  heart  and  soul  are  now  set  free 


Yet   stand  alone." 


con't  above. 
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To  stand  alone. 

5ji  5ji  *J£  5jC  5|i 


XEVIN  V.   KINDER 


THE  AUTHOR 


I,  the  aspiring  writer,    sat  at  my 
desk,   prepared  for  the  day's  work.     A 
six-pack  of  Coors  lay  in  the  icy  coaler 
not  two  feet  from  me.     The  room's  stereo 
system  blares  out  Led  Zeppelin's 
"Stairway  To  Heaven."    My  dog,   a  cross- 
breed of  a  Doberman  Pinscher  and  a  toy 
poodle,   reclines  on  the  couch  across  the 
room,   devouring  the  neighbor's  late  cat. 
"By  God,"  I  thought,   "now  this  is  the 
atmosphere  for  a  man  to  work  in." 

The  typewriter  lay  in  front  of  me  on 
the  desk.     It  was  a  Sears  Citation  2,  an 
old  manual  model.     The  knob  on  the  right 
sidt  of  its  carriage  was  missing.     Two 
of  ite  keys  were  replacejG&ents,  their 
red  scars  oa  top,   gotten  from  who-knows- 
where.     This  typewriter,   from  previous 
experience,   I  knew  to  be  the  ugliest, 
meanest ,   cruelest  bastard  that  had  ever 
been  created.     It  had  a  mind  of  its  own. 

I  considered  the  work  ahead  of  me. 
I  was  going  to  write  the  greatest 

mother shGrt   story  that  had  ever 

been  written.     Either  that   or  a  novel, 
I  hadn't  quite  decided.     All  I  needed 
was  an  idea.     One  idea,   and  I'd  be 
famous  from  Los  Angeloo  to  California.. 
I  was  ready  to  begin. 

I  took  a  sheet  of  typing  paper  from 
the  stack  of  498  which  was  set  to  the 
left  of  the  typewriter.     I  inserted  the 
sheet,   set  the  margins,    and 
straightened  the  paper.     I  then  typed 
the  first  sentence  of  the  work  which  was 
to  be  the  high  point,   the  very  pinnacle, 
of  my  writing  career: 

Nightfall. 

Jubilant  over  my  impending  Pulitsor 
Prize,  I  reached  for  a  can  of  Coors.     I 
joyfully  pushed  in  the  top  two  holes. 
As  always,   blood  spurted  from  my  thumb, 
staining  everything  within  four  feet. 
I  applied  a  tourniquet,  guzzled  the  beer, 
and  got  back  to  work. 

I  now  had  a  beginning,   and  the 
beginning  was  always  the  hard  part. 
Now,   I  needed  a  plot.     Child's  play. 

The  word  "Nightfall"  would  be  a  great 
beginning  for  a  gothic  horror  story. 
Yeah,  with  vampires,  weird  characters, 
monsters,   and  all  that  great  stuff. 
But  no,   that's  been  done  too  much  before. 

Hmm.     Easter  wasn't  too  long  ago. 
Maybe  I  eould  do  a  Biblical  epic,   with 
Christ  and  all  that  great  stuff.     But 
no,   it's  hard  to  begin  a  Biblioal  epic 
with  Nightfall." 
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Then,   it  hit  me.     I'd  write  a  screen- 
play, combining  both  ideas  into  one 
great  movie.     I  could  already  picture  it. 
The  ultimate  Biblical  vampire  epic: 

"Coming  this  Easter  from  20th  Century 
Fox:     Christopher  Lee  staring  in 
'Jesus  Christ  Has  Risen  From  The  Grave.' 
Co-starring  Jane  Fonda  as  Mary  Magdeline, 
with  Truman  Capote  as  the  Voice  of  God. 
Rated  R." 

I  decided  I  could  never  get  away  with 
it.     The  religious  groups  would  crucify 
me.     Therefore,   I  was  back  to  "Nightfall" 
and  I  still  needed  a  plot. 

I  sat  there   for  awhile,  thinking. 
I  drank  another  Coors,   and  turned  up  the 
stereo  another  3000  decibels.     I  looked 
over  at  my  dog,  Boopsie,  who  had  just 
finished  sucking  the  marrow  from  the 
bones  of  the  cat.     He  got  up,   walked 
over  to  me,  and  hinted  that  he  wanted  to 
go  outside.     I  shook  the  urine  from  my 
leg  and  let  him  out. 

Considering  the  story  in  front  of  me, 
I   slowly  drank  two  more  Coors.      I  got  up 
to  answer  the  doorbell,   but   it  was  just 
the  dog  wanting  to  come  in.     I  let  him 
in,    and  went  back  to  my    typewriter. 

Maybe  "Nightfall"  would  be  a  great 
beginning  for  a  story  about  the  disco 
scene,  or  the  raunchier  singles  bars. 
I   finally  had  another  brilliant  idea! 

I  began  typing  furiously  in  my  own 
inimitable  style,  both  index  fingers 
flying  over  the  keys.     But  the  type- 
writer ribbon  was  shot.     I  glared  at  the 
typewriter,   and  it  glared  back  at  me. 
I  jerked  the  spare  ribbon  from  the  top 
desk  drawer  and  started  changing 
ribbons.     The  typewriter  chuckled 
softly. 

Three  hours   and  fifteen  minutes  later, 
the    new  i-ibbon  waa  in.      I  again  typed 
furiously: 

Nightfall.     On  this  Friday  in 
Chicago,  the  city  was  a  pulsing 
miasma  of  life.     Nowhere  was  this 
more  tnue  than  at  Studio  368, 
the  place  to  be. 

Suzie  Cupcake  sits  at  the  bar, 
sipping  a  weak  screwdriver. 
Suzie  is  a  dental  hygiehist  in 
Pal os  Park.     She   is  known  to  put 
her  million-dollar  body  and 
25^  mind  to  best  advantage. 

John  Revolting,    famous  alleged 
movie  actor,  moves  off  the  dance 
floor.     He  approaches  Suzie 
Cupcake,  and  sits  down  next  to 
her.     In  one  of  his  rare  bursts 

con't. 


"SHE  AUTHOR,   con't. 


of  brilliant  imagination,  John 
says   "Can  I  buy  you  a  drink?" 

Suzie  looks  John  up  and  down, 
noticing  the  bulge  in  his   skin- 
tight pants.     She  doesn't 
realize  that  the  bulge  is  caused 
by  five  pair  of  heavy  woolen 
socks  and  two  Arnold  Palmer 
Truflights. 

She  bsplies  breathlessly  "Sure, 
you  can  buy  me  a  drink.     I  love 
men  who  are,  uh,  well-endowed. 
Do  you  want  to  go  to  bed?'' 

John  looks  at  her,  laughing  in 
derision.     "Me,  go  to  bed  with 
you?     Wo  thanks,  I've  already  had 
the  clap." 


Furious,   Suzie  jerks  her  Golt 
Python  .357  Magnum  revolver  out 
ef  her  purse,   and  shoots  John  six 
times  in  the  face.     His  now  almost 
headless  body  twitches  on  the 
floor. 

The  bartender  leans  over  to 
Suzie,  and  says  "Look,   lady,   if 
you  don't  hold  down  the  noise, 
I'm  going  to  have  to  ask  you  to 
leave . " 

I  ripped  the  sheet  out   of  the  type- 
writer,  crumpled  it,    and  threw  it 
into  the  wastebasket. 

"Too  believable,"     I  mumbled  to 
myself. 

I  took  a  sheet  of  typing  paper  from 
the  stack  of  497  on  the  desk,   inserted 
it  into  the  typewriter,   and  straightened 
it.     It  was  time  to  try  a  different 
t attic. 

I  typed: 


Daybreak. 
Euphoric,  I  reached  for  another  beer. 


MARY  MABTIK 
WORK  OF  AW! 

Beneath  your  cool  alabaster  exterior 

beats  a  heart  of  pure  granite. 
Obsidian  eyes  sweep  slowly  over  those 

who  stare  upward 

foolishly  frozen  in  the  ice  of  your  gaze, 
perfect  mouth  that  looks  so  warm  and  smooth 

as  marble  often  does  in  the  hands  of  a  master, 
Yifho  captured  your  youth  and  locked  it  forever 

in  stony  prison? 
Were  all  Greek  men  as  beautiful  as  you? 
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